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Part One - Bird watching 


Author's Notes: 

This is a long story. Lots of chapters. Some of them long, some of them short. | published it also on Wattpad 
recently, so you may know it from there. Due to Age of Consent for Characters rule here, in Rockfic, | had to 
change a bit the age of the main character, which could cause some problems with timing within the story, 
but it's ok - rule is a rule, we all need to follow it :) | hope you will enjoy my new story and maybe also try 
the old ones. Please, leave your comment. It's always good to read them. Good that Rockfic is back! 


Bonzo was strolling around with a bottle of beer in his hand, enjoying warm, evening wind. It was giving a relief after hot, californian day. John was 
perfectly relaxed and the beer, third in a row, put him in a great mood. He didn't think about anything particular. He was just enjoying himself. 


He spotted Robert who was sitting on low brick wall hidden in dense bushes, intensively staring at something. 


- A bird watching? - asked John, when approached from behind. 


Grass muffled his footsteps, so Robert jurped a bit, surprised. Bonzo perceived that Robert also had beer with him One bottle in his hand, other two 
dready drained, standing on the grass by his feet. 


- Sort of - Robert smiled, seeming a bit errbarassed. 


- Why are you hiding? What are you doing here? - John sat down aside Robert and took a look in the same direction where Robert was looking. 


- Dam you.. - murmured when understood what he's looking at. 


Overgrown bushes were surrounding another one bungalow, located on the hotel grounds, where also their one was standing. They weren't as dense 


though to completely obscure the view. And that view was rather unexpected. 


They could clearly see a bathroom with one big window, high from ceiling to the ground As it was a late evening, the light in there was on, which allowed 
to see a girl taking a shower in her birthday suite. 


That window had wooden blinds, Robert and John knew it from their own bungalow, as they all looked similar, but that girl apparently felt safe with all 
those plants outside and didn't pull them down. 


- How long you are sitting here? - asked John 


- tm rot sure. An hour, maybe. - Robert shrugged, not taking hs eyes off the girl 


- Ard she's there all the time? 


- No. | was waiting for her. 


Robert finally looked at John and smiled rvischievously. 


-You knew she would be here? - asked Bonzo. 


- No, | didnt. But yesterday and a day before she was, at the same time. 


Bonzo in deed couldn't remember Robert being around last two everings. 


- Are you spying her, you pervert? - he nudged Robert in the ribs. Plant winced, but did nothing in return 


- Shut up - only murmured and took a sip of beer. 


h the meantime, the girl, who was not aware of the spectators outside, was washing her long hair. Raised arms were exposing her small breasts covered 
with soap foam She was slim and rather short. When she finished with hair, started to wash the rest of her body. She was doing this slowly, taking her 
time. Palms were travelling throughout the body. When she came to her tighs and her intimate parts, Robert sighed 


- My balls are about to explode - he uttered 


- Oh, fuck! - at the same morent exclaimed John 


Not that he didn't feel the save sensations in his trousers, but he simply recognized her. The girl turned around, facing them and he was able to look 
straight at her face. She was learing back against the wall with her eyes closed One of the hands was moving slowly between her legs and the other one 


was massaging those protruding, small breasts. 


- If | could only get in there, td help her with it. td lick her off - Robert dreamed aloud. 


- Dude, shut up and forget - John brutally interrupted friend's dreams. 


He closed his eye lids trying to get a rid of the view. A little confused and pretty much turned on Robert looked at him with a question tags in his eyes, 
but at least stopped talking. 


- Let's go from here - ordered John and got up. 


- But why.? - Robert didn't understand 


Bonzo grabbed him under arm and lifted up from the wall. 


- Stop whining. We're going - said firmly, only briefly glanced at imposing erection visible in Robert's trousers. 


Robert surrendered and they went together to their bungalow. 


- Go and jerk off if you need to, but don't go there anymore. Do you have any idea who she is? 


- Not really - Robert admitted and corrected his vitals. 


- This is Pagey's cousin, you moron 


Robert stopped abruptly. 


- What? How did you know? 


- Imet her briefly two days ago. She's on her vacations or something. dnmy invited her. Didnt you know? 


- Nb, not really. 


- | dont know how it could happen. But it's not important. Let her alone, for your own good 


Robert was aware that in this situation it was a wise advice, but he couldn't erase the picture of that little lady from his brain Jimmy's cousin..? Well.. 


Next day he got a chance to meet her. 


Girl came to eat late breakfast with the rest of the people. She threw short shello" to dnmy, John Paul and Bonzo and then looked at Robert. Bonzo was 
observing the situation and smiled when Robert's hand with cup of tea stopped in the middle of its way to his mouth when she approached. 


- Good worring, Im Monica 


He placed the cup on the table and shook her hand which she held out to him That reminded him where that hand has been last right. 


- tm Robert. 


- I know! - she answered resolutely and gave him a broad smile - May | sit here? 


- Sure - he replied with somewhat stupid grin 


Bonzo sighed That girl was really pretty, looking a bit alike Jimmy. But they all had unwritten agreement: not to hanging out with other band members’ 
family. That seemed healthy. He had a younger sister himself and he knew that it would end with fight at least if any of the guys would like to approach 
her. And now, Robert seemed to target Jimmy's little cousin How old could she be? She was petite, dark haired, just in Robert's type. And Robert couldnt 
keep his pants zipped on He was always a little too hyperactive in those things. He had huge needs. They knew each other since they both were seventeen, 
so Borzo not once saw how Robert gets into troubles because of that. He was falling in love easily. He loved every girl who he fancied and who was 
eager to response positively to his advances. And Borzo never met any, who would decline Robert. Girls were crazy about this blond smartass. They 


were losing their minds when they only got a chance to lay down with him 


don never consider himself hurt by the nature, but he had to admit that size of this golden knight's vitals was really impressive. Girls loved it. 


Long story short, John saw problems coming along. 


Part Two - Just one drink 


It was planned that Monica will stay in LA for the whole month. 


For them, as a band, it was a time for rest during a tour. Robert has to let his vocal cords to rest. She had 
holidays. From time to time Jimmy was taking her to restaurants, they were shopping and talking a lot. It was 
obvious that they had a nice time together. For everyone around it was clear that he's more relaxed than 


ever. However, in the evenings and nights he was usually busy with other activities. 


There were girls around him, whom he didn't plan introduce to his young kin. When Jimmy was unavailable for 
her, Monica was spending her time stolling on the ocean side, watching TV, or reading on her bungalow's 


terrace. She also enjoyed time with John Paul, they played cards together. 


At first, Richard Cole, Zeppelin's tour manager, wasn't happy about her presence, as she was another person 


to worry about. As the days went by, he accepted her, because she never caused any troubles. 


Robert was trying to get out of her way. Bonzo noticed that and was hoping that his friend took his advice 
seriously. But well, Robert was getting out of her way, but it didn't mean that he didn't observe her. He liked 
what he saw, a lot. She was a natural beautie. Didn't need to pretend anyone, nor coquet. Her outfit was always 
modest, yet trendy. No makeup, maybe a little, on her eyelashes. Her long, brown, wavy hair were let loose or 


combed in ponytail. Nothing special. She has a pale complexion, just like Jimmy. 


He never went back at her bathrooms window in the night. He remembered well every detail of her body 
anyway. But now, she wasn't just a girl, accidently spotted She had a name and very likeable personality. 
Robert felt pretty bad because of those three nights when he was peeking at her. 


That first time was purely accidental. He was just sitting there sipping beer, when suddenly he saw a light in 
the bushes. He took a closer look and.. couldn't stop looking. That's why he came day after and the next one. He 
was drawn to her. He was even a little bit jelous of Jonesy who was spending much time with her, apparently 


not disturbed by thoughts that were Robert's part now. 


One night, when they all went to bar, Monica stayed in the hotel. 


He picked one of the girls amongst those who came to their adjacent tables. That girl looked a bit like Monica. 
They were sitting close one to the other and her hand quickly found its way to his crotch. He let her to play 
with it a little. Sitting with legs wide open, he was drinking and smoking while that unknown to him girl was doing 
what she could to draw his attention 


When she dived under the table and started manipulate with his zipper seriously, he got up and headed to the 


men's restroom. Of course, she followed. 


He fucked her there, finding relief and giving her some pleasure too. She was satisfied that she managed to 
fuck a rock star and he finished quite fast, dreaming about Monica being in her place. Not that he just wanted 
to fuck Monica. No. He wanted to caress her, make love with her long and tenderly. He wanted to pleasure her, 


to feel her body next to his. 


All those thoughts caused his quick finish. 


Rest of the night in bar he spent with feeling of physical satisfaction, but odd mess in the head. It was not 
clear for him what was going on around, just like he was watching everything through dirty window, thoughts 


spinning around. 


He left the bar alone and went back to bungalow. 


He went to the shower to get a rid of that girl's smell from his body. Then he sat down on the terrace with 
another drink and let the delicate night wind to dry his hair. 


He must had fallen into sleep, because didn't see her approaching. Someone touched lightly his arm and when he 
opened his eyes, she was there, standing by the chair, smiling. 


- Would you pour one for me too? - she asked. 


Robert cleared his throat and moistened lips. Probably he was sleeping with mouth ajar. Splendid. Confused, he 


looked around. Monica was still standing there. He really wasn't sure if it was real, or just a dream. 


- What? - he croaked. 


- | asked if you can pour me a drink | can't sleep and decided to look for company. But everyone's asleep or 


not here. All windows are dark 


- They all stayed in the bar.. What's the time? 


- Almost one am. 


- | think you shouldn't walking around here alone at one am. - Robert stretched in the chair until something 


cracked in his spine. 


- It's safe here. Security, cameras. I'm not afraid. So..? 


- So.. what? 


- My drink - she smiled again. - Are you tipsy? 


Robert was slowly recovering from numbness. 


- No, | don't think so, not anymore. Sit down, I'll bring the glass. 


He went inside and sprayed his face with cold water. That woke him up finally. He took big, rectangular whisky 
glass and threw a few ice cubes in it. On his way to terrace, grabbed a bottle of Coke. 


- You can get Coke with ice, not a drink - said, placing all of it in front of her. 


- Bore.. - she wrinkled her nose in the funny way, but poured herself a Coke. 


- Snot - he riposted and lit a cigarette. 


- Well, soon I'll reach ninenteen! 


-Snot - he repeated and took away her glass to make a big sip out of it. His throat was dry and that cigarette 
didn't help at all for that. He was still croaking. 


- | heard that you are very eloquent. | wouldn't tell by now. So, when | saw you here, | was happy to have a 


chance to chat with you. And you are insulting me constantly. 


She took back her glass from him and poured Coke to his glass. With fingers she pulled out two cubes of ice 
and place them there. She licked her fingers and smiled again. 


- I'm not insulting you, just telling the truth. You are not old enough to drink alcohol in this country. They are 
very strict about it. 


Monica looked around. 


- Can you see any police over here? 


Robert burst out laughing. 


- You almost convinced me. 


- So, how it is with your eloquence? 


- Doesn't work at one am. 


- | feel disappointed. 


- Wait a few hours, it shall be back. 


- And before that, what are we going to do? 


- | don't know, sleep perhaps? 


- Bore, as | said 


- And you, how do you usually spend your nights? 


- It depends. Usually sleeping. But here, during vacation, it's almost a sin, don't you think? 


- Oh yeah? An what would be your plan for vacation's nights? 


- | don't know. To go somewhere, do something unusual, listen to the music, dance perhaps.. 


- | can provide you some music if you like. 


- Yes, please! - she clapped her hands. 


Robert got up and went to the bungalow. She followed him. 


- You know, | was thinking.. | was so excited when Jim invited me here, with you all. | thought to myself, that 
it will be .. well, a kind of rock adventure. Parties, music, lots of new people. But it turns up that you are 
partying in the nights and l'm sitting here alone. | was expecting you to be wild, but you are just.. 


- Bore? - he laughed aloud, turning the turntable on. 


- No.. Not exactly. I'm spending my days quite nicely during the days, | got good vibes with the others, but it's 


not this what | was counting on, being honest. 


- Mon, you are only eighteen We are old farts for you. We really can't take you with us to the bars. 


- | don't consider you old farts. But | thought that you are having fun in a different way. 


Robert's thoughts came back to the girl from the bar. Was Monica thinking of that kind of entertainment? 
Well, indeed they got used to spend their time this way, but how she could know? 


- | don't believe that Jimmy would be eager to show you our usual way of life during the tour. Anyway, we 
are not doing all those crazy things anymore. | think we are a litle tired of those. This time, right now, in the 


tour break, is a relax for us. How often you can drink till you drop and hang out with birds, anyway? 


- | don't think you are practicing celibacy, are you? 


- Oh.. come on.. 


- Ok, | don't want pulling teeth, relax. You know what? | see you are tired. | won't bother you no more. I'll go. It 


was nice to talk with you, Robert. - she smiled and kissed his cheeck briefly. - Goodnight. 


Robert inhaled air deep into his lungs. 


- Šo, you don't fancy a drink anymore? 


She was already leaving, but turned around to him. 


- | do, but no push. 


- Ok. I'll pour you one and then I'll walk you home, agree? 


- Agree. Who is singing this, Robert? What's this record you played? 


- Its Robert Johnson, do you like it? 


- | do, a lot. I'd like to listen to some more of his. 


She made her comfy on the couch with drink in her hand. Robert sat close to her. They were drinking and 
listen to the music. Later he prepared another one drink and played new record. He was telling her story of 
Robert Johnson and she was really listening to him, as Robert found with safisfaction. She was really 
interested in that. He felt that he could sit there with her until the morning comes, but it would be highly 


unappropriate. The rest could come back any minute now. 


So he took away that drink from her hand. 


- Come on, let's take you to bed, young lady - he said. 


Monica got up obediently and when they left bungalow, she grabbed his hand. 


- | can make myself there alone. You don't need to walk me, really. 


- End of discussion You won't go alone. 


She was a little tipsy, he saw it very clearly. She was swaying on her feet. But drinks which he served her 
were very light, he didn't want to inebriate her, at least. The way to her bungalow took them just a few 


minutes. 


- Robert - she said while they were standing on her terrace. 


- Yes..? 


She was there with her arms down. Very delicate and small. While they were walking side by side he realized 
that she was reaching level of his arm with the top of her head, at most. 


- Could you.. Would you like to come in? 


- | really can't, Mon. 


- You can't or don't want to? 


- | can't. 


- But if you could, would you..? 


- Well.. then.. Monica, this conversation is starting to be awkward. 


-Why? 


He approached slowly. 


- Because I'm standing now in the front of eighteen year old's house, whom | gave an alcohol and lured to my 


house under the guise of listening to the music. That's why. 


- „and whom you just walked home as a real gentleman does? 


- And | basically did everything that John warned me not to do. 


- John..? 


- Bonzo. 


- And you are always doing what John is telling you to do? 


- Almost never. 


- So why now? 


- Because he's right, dear. 


- You two have been talking about me? 


- Yes, we have, a little. 


- Why? Why he's right and why you've been talking about me? 


Robert knew exactly that he's heading into the point of no return. He knew that its going to be a fucking 


mistake. 


- He's right because we shouldn't do this to other band members - to hang out with other's family members 
like this, it may cause lots of problems, you can imagine. And we have been talking about you, because John 


knows that | like you. 


Her eyes opened widely. Suddenly, she just as if understood that that conversation really went too far. 


- You do? - it was the only thing she was able to tell. 


- Yes, | do, damn it. And that's why, my dear, now we will say goodnight to each other. 


- G.goodnight- she replied after a short while. 


When he was walking away, heard the click of closing doors only. 


Robert came back to his and John's bungalow minutes before the latter rolled in, drunk as a lord. He was 
screaming something and threatening someone, Robert couldn't understand him clearly. John even wanted to 
convince Robert to one or two more shots, but Plant explained him that it was better to go to sleep. In the 
moment when Bonzo's head touched a pillow, a loud snorring filled the air. 


Robert understood that he won't be able to sleep and rest this night. Once again he closed door behind him, 
stepping into the dark. Dawn was not away. But not there yet. 


He felt anxious. Knew exactly what could soothe him and how unappropriate it was. Fighting with thoughts he 
was strolling around. 


And yet, in minutes, he stood again in front of her bungalow. Before he made up his mind if to knock, door 
went open. Apparently she managed to take a shower. Her hair was wet and her slim body was wrapped in the 


huge, white hotel towel. 


- | saw you through the window. - Monica said quietly. 


- You smell so good.. - he whispered - Not that | can say it about myself - a lopsided smile appeared on his 


face. 


- | really don't care - she also whispered and grabbed him by the t-shirt, pulling him inside. 


For a while they were standing face to face, only looking at each other. Then she touched a groove in his chin 
with her index finger. Robert took it to his mouth and licked. His tongue was tickling the inner side of her wrist. 
He leaned over and kissed her neck. Monica inhaled deeply and touched Robert's hair - something that she 
always wanted to do. He found her lips. At first slowly and delicately, but moment later, deeply plunged into her 
throat with his tongue. 


He found out immediately that she wasn't kissed too often if ever. She was clumsy. 


He backed a bit. 


- Mon, I'm eight years older. This is really inappropriate. 


As a response he got her body clinging to him. He took her in his arms. She was light as a feather. He felt her 


warm lips on the neck. 


„Àn idiot, thats who | am" he thought to himself, lying her cautiously on the bed. He pulled off the t-shirt and 
bare chested lied down beside her, searching for her lips again. She drew her arms around his neck, so keeping 
her close he could feel the beat of her heart. For a moment he rested head on her breasts, listening to it. She 
was caressing his back. He loved it. So good that somehow she knew what to do. 


Robert unwrapped the towel and saw two small breasts with pink nipples. He caressed one of them with his 
tongue. She moaned. 


- Do you like it? - he asked 


- Yes.. - she whispered. So he took it again into the mouth and sucked a bit. She moaned louder. 


- Does it hurt? 


- No, please don't stop.. 


Robert smiled although she couldn't see it. He was sucking both of the nipples for a moment. Monica entangled 
fingers in his curls and pull them slightly when he was too vigorous. That suited him well. 


- Promise to tell me if you won't like something, ok? 


- Ok, | will - she agreed. - Robert..? 


- Hmmm? 


- Do the men like it too? 


- What, this? - he sucked a little bit more. 


- Yesss.. 


- Well, it's nice, though we probably feel this in a different way than women do, | suppose.. 


He stopped what he was doing, because she freed herself from his arms and let him to lay down. Leaning on 
the elbow, she run her hand over Robert's hairy chest. He really loved that feeling, but what was 
unexpectable, he felt the touch of her tongue right on his nipple. 


He squeezed one of her buttocks. She winced, but didn't stop exploring his body. He tickled her side, what 


caused a loud laugh. 


With one hand he locked both of her arms above her head and continued his journey with other hand. As he 
already got to know her breasts, reached below, throughout the sternum and belly, where he stopped for a 
moment to plunge tongue in her belly button, to the small hill covered with shortly trimmed hair. 


Her thighs were clenched. 


- Will you let me in? - he asked softly. 


- | don't know what to do - she said quietly. 


- You don't need to do anything, just relax. I'll take care of you..- he dipped his nose in those short hairs. 


- Allow me.. - was luring her, cautiously pulling apart her knees. He was kissing inner side of each thigh, being 


still closer and closer to the place that he wanted to know from the first moment when he saw her naked. The 


closer he was, the stronger she was trembling. He couldn't wait no more and touched her pussy. She was so 
wet.. 


The painful pressure in his trousers made him realize that he's so close to make his dream come true. But he 


needed to be careful, delicate. For her. Not just to satisfy himself only, but to give her a pleasure. 


He sucked up to her pussy and touched swollen clit with his tongue. She screamed, moaned or something 
between. He didn't back off. Started to lick her juices off and pushing tongue deeper. Her thighs freed from his 
arms and altogether with fingers again entangled in locks, imprisoned Robert's head down there. Her hips were 
moving rhytmically back and forth. And it would be a beautiful kind of death, he thought, although he must 
have gotten to get up, to not suffocate. 


- Robert! - she exclaimed loudly. 


He kissed her lips, leaving there her own scent. 


- Do you like it, love? 


As a response he felt her tongue in the throat. That suprised him. She was passionate like hell. Not bad for an 


unexperienced girl who she obviously was. 


His fingers though didn't let go and were moving around her slippery pussy. He had to get a rid of trousers, 
really. When he got up to do it, he saw that she replaced him down there with her own fingers. That made him 


almost insane. 


She was also observing him. When his swollen penis popped up from the trousers, she whispered „Oh my god." 


He kneeled beside her and put her small hand on the dick. She embraced it delicately, but wasn't able to close 
the palm. He was thick and hard. She didn't know what to do exactly, so he led her gently, making her grip a 
little bit stronger, up and down. She quickly understood what he was expecting. Her lips were parted and Robert 
felt strong urge to put the dick in there. Instead, he took her other hand and taught her how to take care of 
his balls. She was so delicate.. 


- Lay down, sweetie - he told her finally. 


She listened obediently. Robert slowly showered her with kisses from her pussy to her neck and mouth. 


- Are you sure that you want it ? - whispered in her ear, caressing the ear lobe. 


- Yes, please.. - she responded with shaky voice. Robert smiled to himself again. She was so sweet. His heart 
melted when she was asking for it this way. 


He bended her knee, leaned on his elbow, and grabbing his dick in a hand moved it few times up and down her 
pussy. She was ready, without a doubt. He pushed his hips slowly and got inside. She was very tight. He even 
thought he felt a resistance for a moment, but it was just a brief feeling. He was delighted to feel her 
warmth, but also afraid to push his whole lenght in, knowing very well how well he was armed by the Mother 


Nature. But thankfully he also knew how to cope with it. 


He stuffed a pillow under her hips, sat on his heels and entered her again. It was still harder and harder to 
control of himself. The vision of pink lips holding tight his huge, wiry cock in strong embrace was making him 


crazy. 


Robert moistened fingers with saliva and rubbed her clit. She clenched fingers at the sheet and a loud cry of 


pleasure tore out her throat. 


He was moving in her for some more time, bur eventually felt strong spasms. His semen exploded on her belly. 


Monica was watching this with pure fascination, still panting. 


Robert laid down beside her, letting her to bring knees together again He smeared semen throughout her body 
and hugged her tight. She almost disappeared in his arms. 


Soon, she fell asleep. 


Robert expected the remorses coming, but in that particular moment he felt fantastic. He didn't feel this way 
for a long time. He only regretted that the dawn came long time ago and the moment when he should leave 


her was near. 


He closed his eyes and fell asleep as well 


Part Three - Awakening 


A tickling nose woke him up. He sneezed aloud and opened his eyes. The first thing he saw was a pink nipple, 
just in front of his face. 


Monica was still sleeping soundly, completely deaf for the noise he caused. 


Robert really needed to go to the toilet, so as slowly as he could he got up out of bed and went to the 
bathroom. But just before that he took a look at the sheet. There were few marks of blood. That told him 
everything. She was a virgin. And she gave him herself with confidence. He could only hoped that he didn't fail 
to fulfil her expectations. 


In the bathroom, when he was washing his hands, he looked at himself in the mirror. His eyes were puffy. Stil 
young, but not resistant to unslept nights, there was no doubt. 


But he felt relaxed That night with Monica gave him a feeling of fulfillment. He felt for her.. well.. what was 
that? Tenderness, caring. Those feelings weren't present when he was playing briefly with girls hanging around 


the band. 


Monica somehow became instantly important to him. He took her innocence away. She was probably the second 
girl whom he did it. Even his own wife wasn't a virgin, when they started to see each other. It wasn't 
important to him, really. 


But he was aware that for a girl the first time with a man is something important. She would remember this 
forever. Was he gentle enough? Too bad that she didn't tell him about before. Would it change his decision? He 


wasn't sure. He wanted her badly, but maybe he would withdraw. 
- Bloody hell - he mumbled to his reflection in the mirror - You are complete moron, Percy.. 


Doors went open and Monica appeared. He saw her in the mirror. Naked, with ruffled hair, rubbing an eye with 


her hand, still sleepy. 


She approached, hugged to his back and kissed it. He couldn't resist it and smiled. 


- Good morning. How are you feeling, dear? 


- Great, and you? 


He turned around and put fingers under her chin to make her to look in his eyes. 


-That night was wonderful, but.. Mon.. why didn't you tell me that it was supposed to be your first time? 


She blushed. 


- | didn't think that it would be important to you. Was | so lousy? That's how you found out? 


- | found out bloody marks on the sheet. You were so sweet, honey, but if | knew, | could have been gentler. 


- Don't worry about that. It didn't hurt. Maybe just for a moment, but | already forgot about it. I'm going to 
take a shower. Will you join me? We can fit there both. 


- | know.. - Robert mumbled and let her to take him by the hand and led to the shower. Suddenly he recalled 
something. He pulled down the blinds. 


- You don't need to do it, there are bushes outside. Don't be overreacting - she laughed. 


- If there's a will, there's a way. Better leave it this like that - he responded. 


- Its almost seven, | must go back to my place before Bonzo will find out | wasn't there in the night - he said 
soaping his body and watching her doing the same. 


- Do you know at what time they came back? 


- About three am, | guess. 


- And you really believe that they will be up before eight? - she laughed again. 


- Don't underestimate the power of hangover. Once thirst will wake you up, you simply must get up and drink 


something. 


- I'd rather say that John is not suffering a hangover, but he's just still drunk. And sleeps. But what do | know 
about your way of life, anyway.. 


Her hand imperceptibly approached his abdomen. She was slowly moving it down and up, to his chest. Robert 
was just standing there, letting her to continue this innocent caress. But and the same time he felt that he 


wasn't indifferent to the presence of that naked, wet girl, whose green eyes were looking at him intensively. 


- | like your hair. Earlier | thought that | can't be interested in man who is so hairy, but now | know it's very 


rice when those hairs are rubbing against skin. 


Robert stopped her hand. 


- Its a matter of testosterone, | guess. 


- You seem to have lots of it.. 


He kissed her. Monica wrapped her arms around his neck and clinged her whole body to his. He turned off the 
tap and reached for towel. She didn't say a word when he was wiping her. He took her to the bedroom. 


- | feel like a salacious uncle, but | must say it. Are you aware that no one can ever know what happened 


here? 


- | won't tell anyone, uncle - she burst out with laughter. 


He placed an index finger on her lips. 


- Mon, It's really important. It would be a disaster. 


- Of course, | know that.. - she saddened. 


- | shouldn't have to take a look at you this way even, not to mention to put a finger on you. 


- | invited you myself. You didn't rape me, after alll | could say "no" at any time. Don't bother with that, 


Robert. As | said - | won't tell anyone. | just want to enjoy this moment, here and now. 


Robert hugged her close. 


- Rob..? 


- Yes? 


- What is the blow job? 


He choked for a moment and then started to laugh. 


- What the hell you are thinking of? 


- Well, | heard it somewhere | wanted to know what does it mean. 


Robert felt a bit awkward. It wasn't too comfortable for him to act as lecturer of sex technics, not orally at 


least, let's say. But he challenged himself to try. 


- So, blow job is an.. oral sex. That's something what a woman can do to a mon.. 


He looked down to meet her eyes drilling into his. Was she mocking him? 


- I'd like to give it a try - she said 


- No.. this is not necessary, dear, you gave me enough, really.. 


But Monica wasn't listen. 


She sat down at the edge of the bed and took a look at his vitals being exactly in front of her face. 


"How convenient" - Robert ironically thought to himself. 


Gently, as usual, she took his still wet penis in her hand, a little bit startled by his rather unimpressive 


constitution. 


- What shall | do now? 


Robert took it from her hand and made a few quick moves by himself, causing the start of erection A big 
blush appeared of her cheeks. She parted her lips and brought her facer closer. 


- Be gentle for me.. - he whispered. 


Her tiny mouth swallowed up his penis. He slowly moved his hips and felt her tongue moving searchingly on the 
knob end. That was enough. She backed her head and opened eyes widely. 


- IFs.. growing! 


-That is your merit, dear. Suck it.. 


She readily did what he asked. Too readily. He pulled her hair a bit. 


- Not so much, baby. And please, no teeth.. 


She chuckled, but understood. She was doing really well, until Robert unintentionally pushed his hips forward too 
much and hit her throat with his dick. She choked and her eyes immediately filled with tears. 


- Oh, I'm so sorry, dear, come here.. - he said and helped her to lay down on the bed. 


He reached in between her legs to happily find out that she was already wet. 


- Let me take care of you now. 


He dived with his face between her legs and started to lick off her juices. She was so clean and fragrant that 
he could do it all day long. He loved that. There were no false modesty in her. She was giving him her body 
with confidence, but no debauchery. Something new after countless encounters with groupies. Her reactions 


were lively. When he was pleasing her, she was moaning, sometimes yelling. It was turning him on a lot. 
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Robert wasn't stopping to drill her tight hole with his tongue when he reached above and squeezed one of her 
nipples. She put her hand on his. 


- Yes.. - she whispered - Don't stop. 


Monica was squirming beneath him, pulling his hair, but he really wanted that moment to last. 


When he finally backed his face, with few fast moves of his fingers helped her to reach climax. There was a 
big vein on her neck, pulsating strongly at the beat of her heart. 


Robert sat down with huge, almost painful erection and was watching how she was regaining her breath. After 


a while, when she leaned on her elbows and was looking at him, he reached out the hand. 


- Come on, sit on me - whispered to her ear, licking the earlobe. 


Goosbumps appeared on her skin. It seemed that it was enough to blow the air at her to make her body to 
react. That's how sensitive she was. 


He lifted her up and bending back a bit with her hugged to his chest, reached from her behind and placed his 


dick on place. Slowly lowering her with his penis in, he was observing how her face expression was changing. 


It was so bloody surprising, but she managed to take his whole length. He was afraid to move, in order to not 


hurt her, but she started to ride him by herself. 


At first slowly, but soon sped up a bit. Robert was about to finish. When she was close too, he felt so strong 
cramps inside her, that he exploded in her. He was worrying about possible consequences, but nature call was 
stronger. He didn't feel such ecstasy for a long time. He moaned loudly too and hid his face in her breasts, 
panting. Monica was kissing his hair and sweaty forehead. 


- | love you - he said with raspy voice. 


If she felt surprised by those words, she didn't show. 


Her stomach rumbled loudly. They laughed. 


- Time for breakfast, obviously. Let's go to fresh up, but only that, this time - he ordered. 


It was like she said. The rest of the guys were still sleeping. There were none of them in the restaurant, at 


least. They ate together, not talking too much. It was enough for them to sit side by side. 


Robert decided to check on Bonzo, and Monica went back to her bungalow to rest on the terrace. A slight 
touch of hands had to be enough for a goodbye, as they didn't want to draw attention of nosy restaurant 


crew. 


Part Four - Would you like to do this for me? 


At Robert and John's bungalow the latter was sitting with a bottle of beer in a hand 
- Where the hell you have been, you pikey? - John greeted Robert, looking at him suspiciously, 
- On breakfast - Robert answered 

- And before that? 


- Here and there. Walking around. Did you miss me? | thought you are still sleeping. You were snorring like the 


whole army regiment 
- l'm up for two hours at least. And you were not here already. 

Robert shrugged and went inside. He threw himself on the bed and closed his eyes. 
- Do we have any plans for the night? - Bonzo shouted from the terrace. 

- None that | know. But | guess I'd stay here - shouted Robert in return 

- Well, so maybe l'll stay too.? 

- Fuck. - Robert mumbled. 

- What? 


- Nothing. Do what you like. 


John got up from the rattan chair and looked inside Robert's room. 


- Are you ok, pal? You act strangely since yesterday. | thought that that bird relaxed you a bit. 


- What bird? - Robert winced at his friend. 


- That girl from the bar yesterday. 


- Oh, that one.. | already forgot. l'm ok, really. I'm just tired, that's all. 


John wasn't convinced. 


- As you wish, | won't push you - he said though. 


- And thank you for that - Robert sighed. 


- How is that little one? You went there again? 


- Oh, come on, leave it. Go and eat something. - Robert grunted and turned his back to Bonzo. 


- Mon.. She really hit you, didn't she? 


Robert threw a pillow at Bonzo. 


John finally let go and disappeared. Robert was thinking. 


He hoped that the guys will go partying in the night again and he will be able to meet Monica. But soon 
appeared that Jimmy had a different plan. He decided to find some entertainment for his cousin and took her 
for a whole day trip. They took one of the Zeppelin's drivers with them and off they went. 


Robert was wandering on hotel grounds. Spent some time in a hotel bar, but he felt like all people there were 
staring at him. So he came back to bungalow, took a book and was trying to read, but he was only flipping 
through pages, not knowing what it was about. Bonzo was absent, so there was no one around who Robert 


could talk to. 


He hid his face in hands. Although he washed them many times since that morning, he could swear that there 


is still her scent on them. 


He was angry with himself. He found out that it would be very hard to forget about her. And he had to 
forget, at the end. He was married, that was the first reason why. Well, he was cheating on Maureen many 
times before, but he had never been engaging deeper feelings in that. All those girls were just a form of 
blowing the steam off. 


But Monica.. He remembered clearly what he told her. That he loves her. That really slipped from his mouth. 
She didn't react. She was smart, intelligent. She had a right to suppose that they were just words, spoken on 
the spur of the moment. The problem was that Robert really meant it. He knew her for only short two weeks, 
but she caused his heart beating faster. How this could happen? 


And another thing. In next two or three weeks they all will return home, to England. She was only eighteen 
Probably she was still living with her parents, he didn't even know that about her. He couldn't just appear out 


of blue at her treshold and take her somewhere. It was unreal. 


Robert's thoughts sped up. 


She had her whole life to live. She needed to dream and make those dreams come true, in her own way. She 
had to study, meet people, men.. Well, that was the thing that he was eager to forbid her, if he could. He 
wasn't able to embrace the idea of other man's hands on her body. He was eight years older. One could say 


she was almost a child, but though.. 


- FUCK! - Robert jumped up from his seat with strong decision to get drunk. The more the best. 


John found him in a bar about an hour later. 


Robert was leaning against the bar heavily. A queue of shots was lined up in front of him. Part of the glass 
was empty. A bartender was looking in his direction from time to time, mainly to not miss the moment when 
there will be a need to transport the famous guest to his bed. With no hassle, prefereably. When he spotted 
Bonham approaching to that blonde guy, he winced. That one could really drink a lot. Bartender knew Bonzo very 
well already. And, unfortunately, he wasn't a problem free guest. The blond singer was sitting peacefully so far, 


but that could change in minutes. 


Bonzo slapped Robert's back in a friendly manner and helped himself with one of his shots. 


- Are you sitting here all alone? Do you want to talk? 


Robert just shook his head in denial. 


- How many of those he drank? - Bonzo asked a bartender. 


- All what was in those empty glasses plus five more. 


Bonzo estimated that this amount of alcohol won't kill his friend. Robert was a big guy, who could drink really a 


lot. However, John was concerned. 


It was clearly visible that something was biting Plant. The question was what was malfunctioning - body or 


soul? 


- You know what | was doing? | was talking to Pat. She told me about our bulls. There were some problems, 


but it's ok now. Maybe you should call Maureen? You'll feel better. Just sober up a bit, mate. 


The look that Robert sent to John from behind of his fallen hair was murderous. 


- Fuck off - he mumbled at Bonzo's address. 


- Come on. You must miss home too. We are away for a long time. 


- | won't call.. home. | want to be alone. 


John barely understood Robert's words. 


- Did you two have a quarrel? 


- Nnnoo.. 


- So, what is it? 


- That's none of your business. 


- Well, it is a bit, dude. | want to help you, but | don't know how. 


- FUCK OFF - Robert's articulation improved a bit. 


- No. - John reached out for another shot from Robert's collection and dried it quickly. Robert also wanted to 
have one, but John gently took the glass out of his hand. 


- You've got enough. Let's go. 


- | want to get drunk, John.. 


- You are already drunk Get your ass up. 


He grabbed Robert under his arm. Unexpectedly, big fist of Roberts flashed just in front of Bonzo's face, 


missing by centimeters. 


- OK, dude. If you want to give me a blow in the face, I'm fine with it, even if | still don't know why. But let's 


go now, | can't carry you all the way.. 


Robert finally moved. Almost lying on Bonzo, managed to leave the bar, to the bartender's great relief. 


They sat down aside, on the grass. Robert didn't say a word. He was completely unresponsive to friend's 


questions. He fell into state of numbness that Bonzo saw before only once, when he and Robert smoke weed 


for the first time. 


After half an hour he realized that help was needed and made a call from the bar to Cole. Both led Robert to 


his bed. Just before he fell into restless sleep, mumbled something like "she was a virgin’. Bonzo ignored that. 


Robert came back to the world of living in the late evening. But even then was somewhat sluggish. He went to 
Cole's bungalow with John and other nearly twenty people, however. They were sitting, smoking, drinking. Robert 
got involved. Bonzo was observing him and when he gained hope that his friend finally got over what struck 
him, Jimmy went in He just came back from the trip with Monica and was looking for some less decent 
entertainment. 


- So, how was it? At the trip. You two had fun? - Robert asked. Jimmy waved his hand. 


- Next time I'll send her with you. She's tireless. I've been walking that much long ages ago. Plus, she was 
talking almost all the time! Give me something strong to drink. 


- Well, Percy is not too talkative recently - Bonzo interjected. 


- Ready or not, tomorrow is your turn to take Monica somewhere, so you'll be healed! - Jimmy patted 
Robert's arm. 


- | see that you already planned it..? - said Robert, but didn't finish. 


- Who is taking me and where? Jim you are a molly, really! 


Monica was standing in the door and looking at the amused company of guys. Jimmy lifted his arms in 


surrender gesture. 


- | may be a molly, but won't let you to persuade me to eight kilometers long walk ever again, no way! 
Tomorrow you will take with you that gentleman over there - he pointed out at Robert - He lives on a farm, 


walks a lot and is in a great shape. l'm not going to see any more sunsets with youl 


Guys gathered around laughed aloud. Jimmy must have had real warm feelings to his cousin, because not only 


that he bought himself to some kind of physical activity, but it seemed to enjoy him. 


The girl cautiously maneuvered between men and approached to Robert. 


- Really, would you like to do for me? - she asks. 


- Of course, with pleasure - Robert responded kindly. 


His smile was rather spare, but John knew Robert very well. That motherfucker was lit up inside. His eyes 


were suddenly gleaming, especially when he was looking at Monica 


Well, it was a nice view though. She caught some sun and her skin wasn't that pale as before. Bonzo just then 


realized how green were her eyes. Even more than Jimmy's. 


She helped herself with an orange juice and was sitting still beside Robert, seemed to be quite content of life. 
Short dress that she was wearing wasn't hiding her shapely legs, crossed modestly in ankles. They were 
catching eyes of the guys around. Jimmy seemed to not notice. Bonzo didn't plan to tell him. 


Monica touched Robert's forearm. He leaned to her and listened for a while. Then got up and after a while 
came back with sandwich for her. She thanked and ate it with appetite. Maybe Jimmy forgot that ordinary 
people need food to live, who knows? His Highness Page usually didn't eat much, unless through his nose, which 
was quite obvious, looking at his frail body. 


When John took a glance at them again, Monica was reaching out for Robert's drink. She took few big sips and 
put it back on the table. John knew that it was Roberts glass, because he just filled it by himself with booze. 
Robert, dipped in conversation, didn't noticed. Only a moment later he just stopped his hand with that glass 
halfway to his mouth, looking at it suspiciously. But then he dried it. Bonzo chuckled. He met Monica's look and 
then she blinked at him. 


They both started to laugh. "Damn me.. she's a good one" - he thought to himself. 


But his happiness wasn't complete. He noticed that Robert was ruffling the feathers. That little one was exactly 
Robert's type. Did she know about it? She looked innocent, maybe not knowing exactly how attractive she was. 
That also drew Robert's attention to her. John knew, that Robert is much eager to hang out with girls who 


are not too brazen. He hated situations when the hunter becomes the hunted. 


They were sitting there, thigh to thigh, talking. At one moment Robert went to Jimmy to talk. John overheard 


only few words. Jimmy nodded a few times. 


Finally, Robert and Monica said goodnight to everyone, saying that they must get up early next morning. 
Robert asked Cole to organize Jeep without driver for them. And they left. 


When hours later Bonzo went back to their bungalow, Robert was already sleeping soundly. 


Part Five - The ocean 


Robert ordered a wake up call in the hotel's lobby, but it was not neccesary. 


Next day he woke up almost an hour earlier than he planned, well rested Went to shower and started to think about that whole situation Maybe he 
should have refused Jimmy's request? What he felt was that he won't be able to not touch that girl. It was a great opportunity to be together alone 
with her. No driver - Robert loved to drive by himself, he was finding this relaxing - they could go and do whatever they wanted. But is wasnt good He 
should have controlled himself better. Anyway, now it was too late. He stopped to fool himself and pretend that he's not excited to see what the just 
started day would bring. 


He dressed up, threw some things to his hippie bag and left exactly in the moment when the girl from the hotel service was raising her hand to knock at 
the door. 


- Thark you, tm already up - Robert smiled to her with ore of his most beautiful smiles and closed the door behind him - Please, do not disturb my friend 
in there. 


Monica was waiting on the terrace, reading the book She wore a deep green mini skirt and platform sandals. 
- Good worring, dear. 

Robert's warm voice brought a smile to her face. 

- Good morning. | was hoping you wont be late. 

- Im rot. Fancy a breakfast? 

- Yes, but can we eat somewhere else, please? td like to start our day now. Outside the hotel 

- Sure, no problem Today, you are in charge here - he agreed eagerly, looking in her green eyes. 


- Better remember that! - she pointed her finger to his chest. 


deep was ready to go, waiting for them on a hotel's parking lot. 


A few blocks away they found small restaurant with lovely outside garden where they could sit down and enjoy the view. They ordered the medl. 


- So, what did you do yesterday with Jimmy? 


- Well, we went shopping again Jim took me to some boutiques and told me to take whatever | wanted | chose this dress, do you like it? 


- Ido, very much! You took only this one? 


- Thank you - she smiled shyly. - No, not only, but not too many. Most of the clothes wasn't in my style, but | didnt want to ruin Jimmy's good mood. 
We went to restaurant and to the movies, but we left after half an hour maybe. It was so boring! Later we went to visit some book stores and we 
spent there some two hours, | think 


- Wow, wasn't that boring to you? 


- Nol | love reading. He went to look for something for himself and | went to my side. It was awesome! 


Robert smiled. 


"What a girll She prefers books over the clothes!" 


- Ard at the end we went for a walk to watch a sunset - she finished 


- Robert, can we go outside the city? To find a wild beach and spend there that time we have? | don't need to visit more shops. td like to spend some 
time without all those people around. 


- No problem, that suits me too. But didn't you tell me not that long time ago that you wanted to meet lots of new people? 


- Yes, but not random people in the shops. | wanted to know some of YOUR people... 


- Our people, you say... OK, | get it. Let me order some sandwiches here so we have something to eat on the beach. 


Sandwiches were delivered, they took also many bottles of water and some of beer and were ready to go. 


Morica had a camera with her. Another present from Jmmy. Robert took a look tt was a nice ore, similar to the one he owned, but newer. She was taking 


pictures from time to time, interested in architecture. 


They rode for more of 150 km to finally find a place that looked wild enough for them No buildings around, no people. Just a little bit rocky beach. 
Probably that was the reason why people didn't visit that place. It was much more comfortable to sit or lay on a sand. But they managed to find a piece 
of sandy ground to stay and enjoy the view, surrounded by small rocks on one side, what gave them hope to find some shade during hot day. 


Robert parked Jeep and they hopped out. 


Morica, who was talking a lot during the ride, stood there suddenly silent, watching big waves rolling and hitting the beach 


Wind sticked her skirt to her thighs and was jerking her ponytail. Robert took a picture of her. She didn't even notice. 


He hung up the camera on his chest and started to unpack the car. Got a rid of his t-shirt and trainers, laid down on the blanket and was watching her. 


She took off her shoes and dipped feet in the water, jurping aside from time to time, when waves were about to reach higher than her knees. Eventually 
she ran to him and sat down beside. 


- tm so happy, Robert - she said - Thank you that you brought me here. | won't forget it. 


She leant to him and gently kissed his lips. She brushed away one unruly hair strand from his forehead and looked on him intensively. Then, with fingers 
delicate like a touch butterfly's wings, she touched his face, his a little sweaty hair line, run fingers through hs straight nose, once or twice touched his 
fair, long eyelashes and thick eyebrows. Robert closed the eyes. 


She run her fingers to his cheekbones where, to her amusement, she spotted a few freckles on his golden skin Then to the temples, where blue veins were 
pulsating. She was examining wrinkles which started to form in the place where his dirples usually were while he smiled She was touching his chin with a 
groove and golden stubble, as Robert didn't waste his time for shaving that morning. 


Robert slightly opened one blue eye. She didn't notice, busy with studying his lips with her fingers. That almost not existing touch sent an electrical impuls 
to the tips of his fingers. He smiled. 


Suddenly, he felt her tongue moving from the down of his chin up to his nose. His eyebrows lifted a bit, but he didn't move in any other way, feeling 
comfy with arm under his head. 


Monica brought her face up to his curls and dipped it in them, inhaled the fragrance. He was really proud of his hair and at that moment also glad, that he 
washed them before they met. 


Her tongue touched his lips. He parted them as if waiting for kiss to follow, but her finger stopped him She was kissing his Adams apple now. 


Nobody, ever kissed him that way. Robert just realized that. He kissed and was kissed by lots of girls, women, but none of them ever examined his face 
like that, paying attention to every detail of it. 


h the meantime, Monica's lips continued the journey. While she was kissing his collarbone, her delicate fingers were playing with hair on his chest. Then met 
hardened ripples which were caressed with her slippery tongue after a minute. Her hand went down, to his abdomen to finally rest on the fly of his jeans. 
She was studying now the shape of his genitals, visible through the fabric. 


- You are truly beautiful man - she spoke finally. 


- Beautiful? 


- Yes. Man can be handsome, but not necessarily beautiful You are both Handsome and beautiful. Proportional. Masculine. 


Robert laughed and hugged her. She laid her head on his chest. 


- Stop it, please. You are embarassing me. 


- The truth is embarassing you? 


- That is your view of me. | have a different view. | prefer to complement women that to be complemented. 


- A true gentlernan 


- At least trying to be one. 


She stood up and took the dress off. Underneath she had a snowy white two piece underwear. 


- Would you like to come with me to the water, please? - she asked. 


h response, he also got up and took off the only piece of the wardrobe that left on him, his trousers. 


- Oh, don't you wear underwear? 


He shook his head and took her by the hand, heading to the ocean 


Morica yelled when first big wave hit her belly warmed by the sun But she got used to it after a while. 


- You reed to watch me, | can't swim 


Robert became concerned. He didn't expect it. So he opproched to her, ready to grab her in any time. 


The fight with waves was exhausting. 


Soon they carve back to their blankets. Moricas wet white underwear wasnt hiding anything. Robert could see clearly her black pubic hair and hardened 
ripples through it. 


- Toke those off, Monica It will dry faster - he said. 


She wrapped herself with a big hotel towel that he took from his bathroom and got a rid of wet clothes. He also wiped himself a bit and hid his vitals 
under another towel. She appreciated it, although it was a pleasure for her to watch his terypting body naked. 


They ate and drank 


- Robert... - she started - When we will be back home... will you forget about me? 


- [will never forget about you, love - he answered honestly. 


- And.. do you think that we could see each other ever again? Back there, in England? 


Robert lit a cigarette. Her thoughts were circling in the same direction as his own. 


- [really would like it to happen, Mon 


- But you dont think it's possible, right? 


He only looked at her sadly. He didn't want, he couldn't lie to her. He promised to himself that he will never do. 


Monica was drawing something in the sand with her finger, saying nothing for a longer while. Eventually she laid on her side with bent arm under her head. 


- lunderstand. | really do. tm sad right now, but that's the life. 


Few tears rolled down her face. She wiped them away to not show it to Robert. But he saw it anyway. His heart cramped with pain. If he only was wiser, 
it wouldn't happen He wanted to slap himself in the face. 


He hugged her. It was all what he could do to comfort her. 


- Robert... 


- Yes, dear. 


- Today tm in charge here, do you remember? 


- Oh | do. 


- I wish to smoke some weed Ard before youll say no, you need to know that | will do it anyway anyhow, but td rather to do it with you for the first 


time. 


Robert rolled up a joint, lit it and handed to Morica. 


- Toke a drag, hold it in your lungs for a moment and blow the smoke out. 


She choked, of course. Robert knew it from his own experience. 


By the next drag she did it better. 


- | dort feel any difference - she shrugged 


- Be patient, you will 


- Give me some more, please. 


- The last ore, babe. It's enough for the first time, this is a really good stuff in here. 


So she dragged again, really deeply, until her lungs hurt. 


- tm hot - she sighed after some time and unwrapped the towel. 


Grabbed a bottle of water and drank almost all of it. 


-This water is really fantastic. It tastes like... like a crystal. Kiss me, Robert. | want your light to surround me right now. Because you shire a light, you 
know? 


Robert looked closely in her eyes. They were squinted becouse of the sun, but he noticed that her pupils were unnaturally big. 


She wet her lips with a tongue and let her hair down Dark waves covered her naked breasts. 


He kissed her, of course he did. 


Her lips and skin tasted like ocean, but they still seemed to him to be the sweetest thing. 


She clenged to his body. 


- Make love with me - she whispered right to his ear. 


Robert licked his fingers and reached between her legs. t wasnt neccesary. She was already wet. 


He laid her on the side and hugged to her back, kissing her arm and neck Then he lifted her tigh and smoothly slip into her from behind 


She sighed deeply. 


He loved her taking his time. The world didn't exist. The only thing that mattered were their hot bodies in the sun 


She took him into her mouth Still clumsy, but did him a great pleasure anyway. 


He sat her on his cock She again took his whole length without hesitation. 


She reached the climax while he was sucking her nipples. His semen filled her after a short while. He didn't have enough of her. They were kissing when he 
slipped his fingers inside her. She was so hot in there! He really wanted to lick her off, not bothering that his own fluids were still dripping off her. 


She was still so sensitive that it took only a short while to hear her scream for the second time. Robert was ready again He entered her. 


This time he was pushing faster and deeper. Their bodies were glistering with sweat, breaths were speeding up. Robert was crushing her hips with his. Her 


fingers were frantically clenged on his arms, leaving red marks there. 


They firished together again She was so tight that Robert couldn't stop himself. Cramps that he felt in there when she was coming were too strong to 


resist. 


Exhausted, they were lying side by side, trying to catch their breaths. 


"| love you, sweetie, | love you so hard..." he thought. He couldn't say it aloud again That would only complicate things more. 


He covered them both with a towel and they fell asleep. 


Monica woke up first. 


Sun changed its position in the sky. Rocks were no longer providing shade. Gently, to not disturb Robert's sleep she freed herself from his lap and took 
another bottle of water. She was so thirsty... Her leg muscles hurt, but she didn't care. 


She took a look at Robert. Towel slipped away showing his body in all its glory. His legs and arms were long and slim Unlike Jimmy's skiny ones, they were 
muscled. Robert liked to wak, play football, even horse riding. One could tell looking at his posture. Broad chest, flat belly, thick bones. The body of 


Robert's was covered by golden hair. On his forearms, legs, chest. They were darker only in the lower abdomen, where his penis was resting. 


He was her first man She had never seen a naked man before, maybe on some photographs. That's all. And she understood that Robert was very 
generously equipped by the nature. Well, it couldn't be other way, it's the bloody Robert Plant! - she smiled to her thoughts. 


She was happy that it was him who showed her what the pleasure is. He was so tender that she felt corvpletely safe with him But today, he changed. This 
time was wilder. And she found it exciting! She had no idea, that it can be this way. h a moment she wanted to stop him, to tell him to slow down, but 
this madness took her. 


She got up and approached the water. She needed to cool down and wash herself from sweat and body liquids dried on her skin 


A touch on her naked back made her to jump. 


- | woke up and you werent there - Robert was standing right behind her - Do you want to go in? 


- Yes, but | was afraid to do it alone. 


He gave her his hand and they together dipped into the ocean Waves were much smaller than in the morning, but he was happy that she didn't risk 
anyway. 


- We should eat what is left and start to pack our things - said Robert, when they emerged their heads from underneath the water. - We've got a long 
way to go. 


- [dont want this day to end.. 


- Me neither, love, but Jivmy will panic soon 


- tm sure he's busy with some other things. 


- He cares about you | think | have never seen him like this before. He was really happy to spend this time with you. Anyway, it couldn't be other way. - 
he kissed her tervple. 


- dmy is like a brother to me - said Morica. - | always admired him He seems to be delicate, but he's a man of steel. He has a grit. 


- Yeah, | know something about it. 


- He's stubborn, but well mannered His parents are wonderful people, but even them never were able to make him to do something that he didn't want to 


do. And he was always very consequent in his actions. 


Robert could easily believe that. 


- Our fathers are twin brothers. - she continued. - H's like we are more than cousins, maybe like half siblings. 


- Oh, really? Probably that's why you both look so much alike. 


- Probably. 


They had this discussion until there was the highest time to leave. She put her forgotten green dress on, Robert put his jeans and trainers, throwing a t- 
shirt to the back seat of the car. They fastened the seatbelts and moved 


She asked him only for one more thing. To stop somewhere while the sunset begins and watch it together. Robert agreed easily. 


Embraced, they were watching that show provided by the nature. 


Shortly after they drove in to the hotel's parking lot. 


She went to look for Jimmy, and Robert headed to his bungalow. 


Part Six - Too much of testosterone 


Bonzo was sitting on the terrace again, this time in the company of John Paul, one of the technicians and the battery of bottles. 


- Oh, you are back, finally! - John exclaimed, seeing Robert. 


- As you can see - Robert bowed. 


- So, what you were doing? 


- Nothing much. We were sightseeing the coast, spent a long time on the beach We had plenty of food with us, so we didnt starve. We bathed a couple 
of times and talked a lot. 


- Hmm.. - John Paul murmured and drag a joint. 


Robert looked at him expectantly, but Jonesy didn't say anything more. So he sat down and reached out a hand to Jonesy. John Paul understood and handed 
him that joint and Bonzo opened a bottle of beer for him A technician guy excused himself to the bathroom 


- Did you sunbathed your ass only? - John Paul said. 


- What do you mean? - asked Robert with a cold voice. 


- Oh, nothing special, just being curious... 


- Curiousity killed the cat - said Robert. 


Bonzo was drilling Robert with his eyes. 


- While you were away, Maureen called. They told her that you are out, on the trip. 


- That's exactly what | was doing, wasn't ? - Robert shrugged. - tll call her tomorrow. 


- Was it? - Bonzo didnt take his eye off Robert. 


- What the hell is this? - Robert got annoyed - | was asked to do a favor, | did it, why are you picking on me now? 


- She's Jms cousin - drawled Jonesy. 


- What the hell did you do, you idiot?- Bonzo moaned 


- You know what? Fuck off. Both of you- Robert stood up and marched to the house almost knocking the returning technician over. He slammed the door 
behind him 


- You think that it is for real? - started Jones after a while. 


- | hope it isnt - John cut it down, determined to get the truth out of Robert finally. The sooner, the better. If even Jonesy figured out that something 
was in the air, it will spread out quickly. And better if Immy won't get to know. Better for everyone. 


On John Paul's call the meeting was over. Bonzo with the aching in his heart went to the bungalow’s living room, where Robert was sitting on a couch, 
watching tv. 


- | think we didn't finish our conversation, Robert - said Bonzo. 


Robert didn't took his eyes off the tv screen, but shrugged. 


- Oh yes, we did - he said. John stepped between tv and a friend. 


- Robert, listen.. Im not going to preach at you. Im just worrying. Not about you About that little one. 


Robert's eyes stopped at Bonzo for a while, but soon he continued to stare at the screen 


- We know each other for a long time. | see that you screwed her. | know that, Rob. 


- | didn't screw her. 


- Sop thi bullshit, tm not blind and | can... 


- We made love. 


- So, you admit! 


- No, you don't understand... 


Bonzo raised his arms up. 


- Fuck it... | don't understand? 


- No, you don't. She's not a random girl. | care about her. It was not just a sex, she's different. 


John sat down on low coffee table in front of Robert and hid his face in hands. 


- Ok So, she's different. Of course she is! She's Page's cousin Not an ordinary groupie, | agree. But what do you mean that you care about her? Are you 
going to leave Maureen? 


The heavy weight silence answered him 


- You must be kidding... - Bonzo couldn't believe it. 


- [know that recently things were not that well between you and Maureen, but dude, she's your wife! And you have kids together! One right stand, ok, | 
can understand it. None of us is a saint. But this what you suggest me now... 


- Stop it..- Robert's voice was tired. 


- The hell like | willl - Bonzo kicked a couch that Robert was sitting on with force. It moved few centimetres back 


- Explain it to me, what so unusual happened that after two weeks of knowing that girl you want to leave your family and destroy all your life? cluding 
the band. You know perfectly that it will lead to that! 


He expected a blow up, but Robert peacefully grabbed a cigarette and lit it. That was much worse reaction from Johns point of view. tt looked like 
Robert had all those things already sorted out and made some decisions in his head. Bonzo since a long time haven't felt that strong, sudden urge to 
redecorate this pretty face immediately. 


- Will you say something, you bastard? - John shouted at Robert. 


- | dont know what to tell you - Robert's calm voice was way too unbareable for Bonzo. 


- Fucking helll - Bonzo jumped up from the coffee table and started to walk back and forth . 


- Mate, we've just made a success - he started once agan after a while. - Things are going really well finally. We all doing what we really love, we can 


achive together much more. And you are going to ruin all of it.. 


Robert dragged another puff. He let go a huge cloud of smoke and asked: 


- So, are you concerned about the girl or your career? 


That was enough for Bonzo. With one jump he appeared in front of Robert again and he gave him a powerful blow right to the face. Robert's head 
popped aside. Blood from his nose and split lip was running down Robert wiped it with the back of his hand and changed his position on the couch a bit. 


When he was dragging for another time, his hand was only slightly trembling. 


Bonzo rubbed his aching hand and sat on the coffee table again He was watching as blood is still dripping from Robert's face. That motherfucker only 
reached out for a t-shirt lying on the couch beside him and put it to his face. Still saying nothing. 


- Im a simple guy, Robert - Bonzo started one more time. - Please, explain it to me with simple words. What's going on? 


- | fell in love, John - said Robert sirply. 


- Oh - John's leg started to move nervously. Robert took a glance at it. 


- Listen, | don't want to and | won't ruin the band. | won't do anything to cause it. | won't divorce Maureen. - he winced when swallowed and felt the taste 
of blood in his throat. - But | fell in love. | can't explain it any clearer to you. Ht just happened, John 


don was scratching his beard, trying to digest Robert's words. 


- How could you fell in love in just two weeks, man? What, are you fifteen or something? 


- Looks like it is possible. We don't have much tire left. We will separate soon But until then, let me enjoy it. 


- But everyone will get to know! Jonesy knows already! 


- Jonesy will be quiet. You know him 


- Ard the others? 


- They will not know. 


Bonzo's leg stopped jurping. He reached for the bottle of Robert's beer, not bothered by the fact that there was blood on the bottle's neck 


- Ard how she feels about it? 


- She... Im not sure. | guess she feels the same to me. But she never told that to me. 


- | bet you did... Who made a first step? You? 


- Not really... She invited me to her bungalow... 


- Oh, and you took it for invitation to fuck.. sorry... to MAKE LOVE with her? 


- Actually that was a bit wore sophisticated, really, dohn.- Robert winced. 


- Meaning what? Or being honest - | don't want to know. She's sixteen! 


- Eighteen. 


- And that makes a huge difference, sure... 


- How old have you been when Jason was born? Eighteen, am | mistaken? 


don pointed out an index finger to Robert in gesture of warring. 


- That only ensures me that | really dont want to know. 


- She is different, John. | know that tm saying still the same all over again, but that's how | feel. | want to spend with her all my tine. To talk with her, 
taking care of her, watching as she smiles, love her... She's like no other girl | met. | was her first... 


- Stop it right now! - Bonzo interrupted. 


- Pease, let me to be with her for the rest of time that we have here. Will you? Can you respect that? 


Bonzo finally nodded. 


- Don't do anything stupider that you've already done. H's what tm asking you. - said, getting up from the table. - tm going to sleep. - He moved slowly 
heading to his bedroom 


Robert also got up, threw away t-shirt stained with blood back on the couch and passed by the coffee table. 


- Ore wore thing, Bonzo - he said. 


don stopped and turned around to Robert. One well aimed, mighty punch to the left side of his chin sent him on the floor. 


- Have a good night, John - Robert closed the door to his bedroom 


- Goodnight, you motherfucker - laughed John, with a hand at his badly hurting face. 


Next morning they came for breakfast together. Their faces looked.. picturesque. Waiter, who came to the table to collect the order, raised his 
eyebrows a bit, but stayed highly professional 


After a while Cole appeared and approached their table, intending to say something. stead, he just choked 


- Aaoam. OK, | see that... mean.. ls anyone else hurt? 


They shook their heads in no. 


- Need a doctor? - they looked really bad 


Again, no. 


- Hope you explained to each other whatever it was... 


Nod for yes. 


- Oh well then... | forgot what | was going to say. Thank you, you bastards. Enjoy your breakfast. 


And he left the restaurant. 


Morica, sitting at the table with Jimmy, leaned to him and ask quietly: 


- Are they doing this often? 


dinmy waved his hand 


- [wouldn't bother. Too much of testosterone, | guess. 


Monica chuckled. 


Last two weeks flew by quickly. They spent them on long talks, walks - sometimes arranged secretly. Robert was sneaking out every night to spend it 
with Monica They were making love a lot, enjoying the touch of their bodies. Sometimes slowly, other times with wild passion which she was really glad 
of. 


Last night they didn't sleep much . Robert was hugging her when she was crying. He took off his big silver ring with turquoise eye from his little finger 
and put it on her middle ore. Wiped off the tears that were rolling down her face. 


- td like you to have this ring. To not forget about re. 


She closed her hand and put it to her heart. 


- Thark you.. But | don't have anything for you, Robert. 


- Ihave you all here, in my heart. | will never forget those weeks, Mon 


She started to cry again 


- You probably thirk that tm just a stupid teenager, which.. 


He didn't let her to finish, putting his finger on her lips. 


- | was rever, ever thinking about you like this. You are so far from stupid. | was given so much from you. You've changed me. | want you to know that 


you can always count on re, love. tll be there for you, if you will ever need me. Can you promise me that you will remember about this? 


She nodded, swallowing the tears. He kissed her tenderly. She tasted like salty cararvel. 


For the last time he entered her gently. He wanted to remember every fragment of her body, every scent and flavour. 


On the plane to England they were sitting together for the most of the time. Bonzo was accompanying them He kept his promise and didn't interrupt 
their meetings, nor interrogate Robert about it. Then, on the plane, however, didn't want them to be alone. He was afraid that tears would come and 


draw unwilling attention to them 


He had time to think those things over. He was observing his friend and came to the conclusion that he really loved that little one. And even being a truly 
family man himself, John was sorry for his buddy's dilemmas. He never had any doubts about his marriage. He thought the same of Robert's marriage. But 
maybe indeed the things in there were more complicated than they seemed. John was wishing his friend to be capable to forget about Monica, at least as 


much as it would allow him to enjoy his family life again 


When they landed in London, there were cars waiting for them, ready to take each of them hone. It was time to say goodbye. Monica hugged everyore, 
one by ore, leaving Robert at the end 


When he hugged her close, a few tears rolled down her eyes again 


- Remember tm here. - he whispered to her small ear lobe. 


All four of them walked her to her car. 


"She didn't turn around" - thought Robert, looking at departing vehicle . 


Morica hid her face in hands and was crying her heart out, due to driver's huge confusion 


dinmy walked away slowly, with John at his side. 


- [must say, that | was expecting more drama - said Jimmy. 


don looked at him surprised. 


- Well, | mean, that | was expecting more tears, and whatsoever. But they handled this pretty well, dont you think? 


Bonzo was dumbfounded. 


~ deez... John, do you think tm stupid? | knew it was coming. Do you thirk why Ive told her to take vitamins every day? 


- What? What vitamins? - Bonzo finally regain his voice. 


- Contraception, my friend - Jimmy smiled and patted John's back 


- You were giving her hormones? 


- Well, it's better than a drama that could happen, isn't it? | told her that she looks pale and tired and gave her pills. She was taking it everyday. 


- That is outrageous! But... how did you know? 


- | didn't know exactly, but | was predicting it. | think you can admit that it wasn't too surprising. Take care, John We'll contact soon 


He got into the car and departed immediately. 


- That man.. - mumbled John to himself - That man.. he's not a human being even He's a snake! 


He still couldn't believe what he just heard. Got into the car that he was going to share with Robert, as they were going into one direction, waiting for 
his friend to join 


Robert finally planted his ass heavily next to John He has a sad face, being quiet. Bonzo tapped his thigh and handed him a large glass of whisky, which he 
just prepared, 


- There, take it, my friend You need this. 


Robert ramained silent throughout the whole way home. 


Part Seven - Bad sorcerer 


Time was passing by unnoticed. 


Each of them gradually came back to their everyday lives. Something had changed though. 


For Robert it was hard to stay at home longer than for a week. The band was really busy, anyway. After 
short vacation after last tour they started to get prepared for another album. 


Bonzo realized that his friend was less engaged into those crazy stuff they used to do, especially with the 


girls. He bacame more of spactator, than participant. 


From time to time he was trying to talk with Robert about Monica, but his buddy remained silent. That made 


John wondering. 


Watching Robert with his family he noticed that if Robert's love to his children was undisputable, the one to 
his wife - not neccesarily. It looked like both of them switched from husband-wife to a friendly mode. They 


lived more aside one to another rather than together. 


Bonzo has been talking about it with his own wife. Of course, he felt that he couldn't tell her everything, but 
Pat guessed anyway. She was afraid to ask for details. 


At first, Pat wasn't very fond of Robert. She got really bad opinion of him, thinking that it is bacause of him 
everytime when John was getting into trouble. But as the years went by, Robert won her heart somehow. She 
saw how much he liked Jason, treating him as his own child, even before his own were born. Robert was 


always a genius with children, she must had admitted that. 


Pat understood that Robert was a good man. Of course, he had feet of clay, but who hadn't. 


But when it came to his marriage... Well.. Pat had her own thoughts about it. Robert and Maureen seemed to 
be a good match, but did they really need to get married? Even if Maureen got pregnant quickly. 


So, yes, Pat guessed that Robert met someone, who became very important to him. He didn't leave his wife 
though. Pat wasn't intent to interfere. Maureen, just as the rest of wives, needed to accept the fact that 
their husbands were cheating on them. But as long as they were returning home, they lived their lives quite 


peacefully, not to mention, prosperously. 


At one late evening a telephone rang in John and Pat's house. 


- Its Robert to you - Pat handed a receiver to John with quite peculiar face expression 


- John.. - Robert's voice was a bit strange, indeed. - .. can you come.. to me? 


- Are you drunk or what? 


- | guess so.. Will you come? 


- Are you alone? 


- Yep, Maureen took kids and went to her family. 


- But, you're ok? 


- Not really, mate... 


- Right.. I'll be there soon 


John warned Pat that he won't be home that night and drove to Robert's house to find him completely 


hammered. 


- What's going on, mate? - he asked - Problems with wifey? 


- No.. She went to visit family. Thats all. 


- And you are sitting here all alone, drowning your sorrows? 


- Yeah, pretty much... | miss her, John.. 


- I'm sure she'll be back soon. What's wrong with you? 


- No, she won't be back. | can't even contact her... 


- Come on, what are you talking about? Call her. Or better I'll call.. 


- | don't even know the number! 


John finally came to the conclusion that his buddy is not necessarily burbling about wife. 


-Oh, you mean Monica.. 


Robert pointed finger at him as if he wanted to shoot to John. 


- Šo, you didn't get over it, | guess. How long is this already? Half a year? 


- | want to see her. | must, John. I'll go crazy if it will last a little longer. 


Robert bowed his head, rested it on the table and fell asleep. 


Bonzo sighed, scratched his chin and was trying to figure out how the hell to transport an inert guy of 185 cm 
high and about 15 kg of weight upstairs, to the bed. 


He managed to do that, somehow and put Robert in relatively comfortable position, as he thought, covered him 
with blanket, not bothering to undress him. Without hesitation John laid down at his friend's side. He stayed 


awake for some time, but Robert was sleeping soundly, snorring like hell. 


„ | really got it in the neck", he thought to himself unexpectantly honestly and had some laugh out of it, 


remembering how many times before it was Robert who had to drag him to bed. 


Soon, he fell asleep as well, but first he planned a trip to London for himself. The sooner, the better. 


John went to London two days later. As he expected, Page was home. 


- Have you ever considered inviting Monica on tour again? - John asked Jimmy after short greeting with 
surprised by this visit guitarist. 


- Not really - admitted Page - Why you're asking? 


Bonzo was hestitating to say too much. 


- John, talk. Put it bluntly- he offered Bonham a tea and a smoke. 


- Bluntly, you say... Fine. Explain me, why did you shoved Monica in front of Robert's eyes? 


Jimmy smiled misteriously. 


- Maybe | did it in the opposite way? Don't you think? 


- But why? What the hell lead you to that? Do you have any idea what have you done? 


Jimmy's face remained inscrutable. 


- So, what have | done in your opinion? 


- Well, our Robbie in going crazy back home. He went completely nuts. 


- Oh, is it that bad? 


- Yes it is! Why the hell you've invited her? 


- | just wanted to give her some fun, that's all. She's my only cousin, | care about her. 


- Šo, you wanted to give her Robert to play? Its not fair, Jim. 


Jimmy winced a bit. 


- She wasn't playing, John. She's the sweetest girl | know. 


- So why are you saying that you shoved Robert towards her? 


- Come on, | didn't push her into his arms! | already told you: | didn't KNOW it would end like that. | just 
ASSUMED that it was possible. 


Bonzo really couldn't understand what Jimmy was talking about. 


- Listen.. - Page decided that one shot of whisky was neccesary. He handed John a glass and poured for both 
of them. - For me, Monica is as close as a sister. She entered this certain age when guys are going to chase 
her, you know what | mean. | didn't want her to find some random idiot. I've decided to take her from the 
company she was at, not knowing exactly what sort of guys was that. | took her to the States with us to 
separate her from them for a while, that's all. 


- Oh, and the fact that our dear Robert started to be interested in didn't bother you at all? 


Jimmy cracked a smile again. 


- Well, | was .. deflowered by an older woman myself, you know? 


John was disgusted. 


- You are insane, man. This is sick. 


- Is it? Is it bad that | wanted for her that first time to be unforgetable not because of clumsiness of some 
randy, pimply stupid, but thanks to an experienced partner? 


- And didn't cross your mind for a second, that if not Robert, then maybe she wouldn't do anything? Like let 


anyone to touch her? 


- | thought she would. | saw the signs that the moment was close. 


- Page, you are a really sick bastard - John couldn't believe what he just heard. - You act like a pimp! 


- You are burbling. | only saved her from dirty hands of those punks. 


- Fuck it, Page! 


Jimmy dragged a puff. 


- Šo, you say that Robert is going crazy..? 


- Yes, he is. Didn't you think that you could ruin his marriage? 


- If he cares about his marriage, he will stick with it. 


- You do like playing people, don't you? 


Jimmy rubbed his forehead. 


- No, John, | don't. I'm not doing it. Maybe it went too far, indeed. Shit.. 


- Maybe"? You still have doubts? 


- What to do, John? 


- You really asking ME? You figure it out, genius. 


Page went silent for a while. 


- You asked if | considered taking her with us again. Why? 


- | don't know, Jimmy. | thought that it may help Robert, but I'm not that sure anymore. Maybe he will forget 
her, finally? And if they will meet, and this whole madness will start again? And what about her? Did you 
talked to her recently? 


Jimmy shrugged. 


- After all, she doesn't realize that | know. But yes, we met some time ago. She was a bit withdrawn, being 


honest. Didn't talk much. 


Jimmy looked around and found a piece of paper and pen. He wrote down few digits and handed the note to 
John. 


- This is her telephone number. You will decide when, if ever, give it to him. 


- Šo now you are shifting the whole responsibility for your mess onto me? 


- No... It's just because you are the closest to Robert right now, John. But fair enough, maybe you should 
leave it for youself for now. I'll try to figure out what to do. 


Part Eight - Bad weather 


Some time later, Jimmy organized the band's gathering in his house. 


They were supposed to work, but Jimmy's house was well supplied with alcohol and other stimulants. So the 
they were working for several hours, but then, partying. At the third day they woke up late, work again for a 
few hours to find out that it wasn't their best day. So they surrended to the obvious and started the party. 


At about 8 pm a door bell rang, heralding someone's arrival. 


Jimmy's assistant checked that out. They didn't expect anyone, and the least of all Monica, dripping wet. 


With chattering teeth she entered big, smoky living room. They didn't go out for last three days, so had no 
idea how the weather got worse, but the living proof of it was standing in front of them with hair sticked flat 
to her head and smudged makeup. 


They were surprised, but greeted her happily. Jimmy ordered to give her hot tea and went to search his 


closet, looking for something that she could wear. She followed him. 


- I'm sorry that l'm bothering you, but | had no other place to go. My friends and | were in the coffee bar. 
Eventually they all went home and | decided to walk around a bit before taking a bus home. And when | was 
waiting for that bus | found out that my wallet was gone. Probably it slipped out of my pocket. So | didn't get 
in the bus and had to go home by foot. 


A serious shudder shook her body. 


- And then rain caught me - she was continuing - | realized that your house is quite near, so | came to ask if 


you could lend me some money for taxi. 


She sneezed loudly. 


- It was a long walk, huh? - asked Jimmy throwing a big sweater towards her. 


- Yes, quite long.. - she was looking a bit critically at the sweater - Seriously, you want me to wear this? 


Jimmy found another one and a pair of bell bottom jeans which, as he thought, could more or less fit her. 


- OK, for now, go and change your clothes, then you will warm up a bit and we'll see. Or maybe I'll just call 


your parents and tell them that you will stay here for the night. Is that fine with you? 


She smiled. 


- | really don't want to disturb this what is going on here. 


- You don't. Go to the bathroom. You can use mine - he pointed the direction. 


When she left the room, Jimmy made a call and went downstairs. 


In the meantime, Robert, who disappeared in the toilet for a longer while and overlooked the new guest's 
arrival, came to the living room with folded newspaper under his arm. Surprised, saw John Paul collecting 


empty bottles from the table and other pieces of furniture and taking them to the kitchen 


- A sense of aesthetics awakened in you suddenly? - asked Robert - Wait, I'll help you.. 


- We have a guest, it would be good to clean this mess a bit.. - Jonesy started, but didn't finish. 


Monica came in to the room, dressed in curiously selected set of clothes - Jimmy's patterned sweater which 


always was a reason for secret mockery from Robert and trousers with legs way too long for her. Her 


dripping wet hair were dried, but unkempt. 


- Oh my god.. - she whispered when she spotted him. 


- Monica..? - Robert chocked, not able to move for a moment. 


Jonesy took the bottles out of his hands, which as if woke him up. He approached and gave her a hug. It 


brought back memories. Monica sneezed again and backed. 


- Im sorry, | got wet and caught a cold, I'm afraid.. 


- Here's your tea. Drink while it's hot - John Paul handed her a cup. 


She smiled shyly. Robert noticed a ring at her finger. So, she was still wearing it, she was remembering him.. A 


half of year went by and she didn't change a bit. Maybe her hair were a little longer, that was all. 


She cuddled up in the huge armchair, cupping the cup with both hands, listening to the conversation between 
Jimmy and other people. When she finished her tea, she placed the cup on the table and sneezed once again. 
After a few months she finally got a chance to see the man whom she loved and she sneezes into her tea, 


dressed like a clown, she thought to herself. 


John Paul voluntarily went to the kitchen to make a new tea for her. Bonzo joined him with bottle in his hand. 


- Let's add some of this - he said and poured a little bit of rum to Monica's tea. 


- I'm only wondering, why the hack Robert won't move his ass and do this by himself. - Jones looked 
questioningly at John - You must feel this strange atmosphere in here, don't you? 


Bonzo sighed. 


- Don't make things more complicated for him. He's struggling, it's visible. 


- You think? He didn't get over with it? 


- Unfortu nately not. 


- Poor fella.. - Jonesy felt sorry for Robert for a second - This may be an interesting evening... 


- Yeah, indeed.. - Bonzo took a gulp of rum straight from the bottle and winced. 


Monica realized at once that her tea was spiced up a bit, but didn't even blink when she drank it in two gulps. 


She was trying not to look at Robert's direction. It was painful. For those months she was trying maybe not to 
forget about him, she didn't want to forget, but explain to herself that she must move forward and not to 
live the past. Robert made her to understand that they can't be together. She understood it clearly. He had a 
family. He didn't even call her during that time, Monica didn't look for any form of contact neither. She knew 
where he lived, but how could she go there? She was afraid that despite all those words that Robert said to 
her, she was only a pleasant interlude in tour for him. Not willing to delude herself, Monica preferred to stay 


away. And now she just bumped at him. 


Robert was drunk, like all of them. Probably high, too. Jimmy wasn't limiting his drug consumption, so she 
assumed that it was a case also with others. Weed, this she knew for sure, and cocaine. Even then she noticed 
that from time to time someone was leaving and coming back after a while with white powder under the nose. 


Robert also left, staggering slightly. 


Monica felt cold. Jimmy's big, victorian house always seemed to her not 
heated enough. She could feel cold in there even in summer. So she 
decided to find something what could warm her a bit. Alcohol stood 
everywhere, but she didn't want to drink so ostentatiously. She finally 
understood why people sometimes say that they need a drink Even if she 
didn't usually drink, in that moment she really needed that. To warm up 
and to desensitize. 


Almost full bottle of whisky was standing on the kitchen table. She didn't 
bother with finding a proper glass, only took one of tea cups and poured 
herself a decent portion. Warm whisky with no soda nor ice tasted awful, 
but eventually fulfilled its task 


Monica jumped on the table. Her feet were hanging high above the floor, 


hid in too long trousers’ legs and seemed to disappear. That made her 
laugh a bit. Behind her back, from the distance, she heard the company 
bursting with laughter. They had a great time, only she was sad. 


- Hey, little Pagey - it was Bonzo, leaning at the door. 


- Hey, John. 


- Why you are here alone? Come to us. 


She shrugged. John approached to her and sat his ass on the table. 


-What's in the cup? 


She showed him the bottle. John took another tea cup and helped himself 
with whisky, pouring Monica as well 


- You're not in the mood? Aren't you happy to see us? 


- Ive been seeing you more happy. But that's ok, come on, you'll cheer up 
- he reached out to help her to jump down. 


- Ill stay - she said quietly. 


Bonzo noticed that she was playing with her ring, which looked familiar. 


„Fucking Percy." he thought and sighed. 


- Monica, | know... 


- You know what? 


- | know what happened in LA. 


She raised her head and sent him scared look. 


- How..? 


- Its simple. | know this ass too long to not figure things out. | was really mad at him because of what he had 
done to you. 


Monica recalled the view of their faces then, in LA. Was it then, when John found out? She sniffed. 


- Are you going to cry? 


- No - she replied quietly, but few insidious tears rolled down from her eyes. 


Bonzo was completely defenseless when it comes to girls' tears. He tapped her thigh as a consolation 


- He didn't do anything wrong, John We did what we did together. | mean, it's rather my fault.. - Monica said 
quietly. 


- The only person who's guilty, is Robert. He is an adult and should have known how to deal with the situation. 


- You can't blame him. 


- Sorry, but | can't agree. | think he made quite a mess in here - he touched Monica's forehead. - But looks 
like he's paying now for that.. 


- What do you mean?" - she wiped her nose. 


- It doesn't matter now. You better tell me how are you. | see that not particularily good right now, but in 


general, how are you dealing with all of it? 


- That's enough, John. 


Both of them turned around abruptly to Robert's voice. 


Robert was standing in Bonzo's previous place, leaning at the door and apparently heard a part of their 
conversation. Bonzo kissed Monica at her temple and left. With one big gulp she drained the rest of whisky 


from the cup. Her throat was on fire. 


Robert approached and stood very close, preventing her escape. She looked at him, not knowing what to say. He 
seemed to have similar problem. So they were looking one at the other's eyes not saying a word, but each of 
them could promise that the conversation was going between them. Monica's heart was beating o strongly that 


she was sure that Robert could hear it. 


- You still have it - Robert spoke finally, touching her finger with ring. 


She nodded. The touch even as delicate as that one caused her heart to beat faster. His presence was 


overwhelming. That scent, warmth. 


- | was missing our conversations and now, when! see you again, you are silent. 


- l'm afraid of saying something inappropriate. 


- You never said anything like that | thought that you know that you can tell me anything. | really would like to 


know everything about you, what you were doing, what you read.. 


- My life is quite simple, Robert. School, friends, home. Sometimes we are going out somewhere, my friends 


and |, but not too often. That's all. 


- Are you seeing somebody? Robert asked her, but wasn't sure if he wanted to hear the answer. She blushed. 


- No. - How she could tell him that all guys in her age seem dull to her? 


Robert, against his will, felt relief. He touched her cheek, so badly wanted to kiss her. 


- Here you are! Will you join us? - Jimmy's voice was a bit slowed down by alcohol. 


- Get out - Robert moaned. 


- OK, sorry - Jimmy murmured and backed off. 


- Its crowdy here as at the railway station! - said Robert wrinkling his nose. 


- Actually, this is MY kitchen - Jimmy came back - and Id like to tell you both to get the fuck out of here. 
Come to us, to the living room. NOW! 


Robert rolled his eyes over, but Monica bursted out laughing. 


- He's got the point, it's his kitchen 


She jumped off the table and followed her cousin. Jimmy put his arm around her waist and asked: 


- Are you ok? 


- Yes. Everyone is asing me about it. Do | really look that pathetic? 


- All right, | won't say no more. Come on, we've got hot food. 


- Where did it come from? Not from the kitchen, obviously? 


- Restaurant delivery. Let's eat. 


The food was tasty and Monica's mood improved a bit. 


The rest of the merry company was getting drunker and drunker. She also felt more tipsy, as Bonzo in order 
to make her happier was spicing up her orange juice with vodka from time to time. She took somebody's 


cigarettes from the table and lit one. She wasn't a smoker really, but alcohol woke up an appetite for it. 


Robert was observing her for a moment and finally approached. Sat down on the armchair's arm rest, took 
cigarette from her hand, puffed deeply and hand it her back. She read it as a kind of intimate thing - as if 
their lips met through the cigarette's paper. 


She felt strange sensations between her legs. Stiff jeans was rubbing her delicate skin down there, when she 
was changing her position. She really had to stand up and separate from Robert. 


While she was heading to the toilet, Jimmy stopped her and explain her where she could sleep that night. She 
totally forgot to ask him before and it was important, because there were many people in Jimmy's house and 
lots of rooms in that huge, victorian residence. Good that he was able to tell her that before he completely 


lost contact with reality. 


In the bathroom she leaned her forehead at the cold tiles. It was only a brief relief. Her body was desperately 
needed the closeness of other body. She came to the conclusion that there was no point to torment herself 


this way and that it was time to go to bed. To sleep. 


Part Nine - Bloody castle and The Pancake Man 


Monica fell into sleep pretty fast. Unfortunately, the sleep wasn't undisturbed. 


Barely concious she woke up when someone threw himself on her bed. She was trying to protest, but the 
intruder threw his arm and leg over her, hugged very closely, mumbling something under the nose. The room 
was dark, but she recognized Jimmy. She yelled indignant and tried to throw him off of her body, but to no 


avail. Drunk and inert, Jimmy seemed to weight twice his normal weight. 
- James, bloody hell, get off me right now! - she was struggling. 


In response she got only some slurring and snorring. Defeated, she was lying for some time still, hoping that 
Jimmy would change his position by himself. Unfortunately, he didn't. She really wanted to suffocate him with a 
pillow. He was snorring straight to her ear and for worse- salivating. So she tried one more time. Finally, she 


managed to free herself. 
- And what the hell am | suppose to do now? - she murmured to herself. 


An idea came to her mind that if Jimmy was sleeping in her bed, his own one was empty. With eyes of 
imagination she already saw herself sleeping in that big, historical bed of Jimmy's. 


She happily headed to cousin's bedroom. Unfortunately, she found there a snorring Bonzo, who was sleeping 
accross the bed with arms and legs widely spread. 


- This is not even funny anymore. What a bloody night! 


She abandoned the thought of rolling Bonzo down from the bed. If she wasn't able to get a rid of skinny Jimmy, 


she had no chance with Bonzo. 


Of course, in this house full of rooms she would be able to find some room to sleep in, but she couldn't sleep 
without a quilt. Just not. The only way to find one was to steal it from someone. And she really didn't want to 


pilgrim from one drunk man to the other, sneak to their rooms and steal quilt from them. 


But something has to be done, if she didn't want to spend the rest of the night in the corridor, which - she 


was totally certain - was haunted. 


So, she headed to next room. 


In the almost complete darkness, bed seemed to be empty. Unfortunately, when she sat on it trying to dive 
under the quilt, she sensed a slight movement behind her. A tousled head appeared from between the pillows 


and a croaky voice of Jonesy said: 


- Wrong addressss... - and the head dropped down again. 


That bastard was lying flat like a pancake, on his stomach. 


Monica had no idea how he did it - the quilt looked almost intact, as if it someone just made a bed. How it was 


possible, by the way, that he could breathe with his head completely buried in those pillows? 


- That is truly unbelievable! - she whispered, really annoyed at that point: 


She thought to herself that there's no other way and she was sentenced to spend the rest of the night on 


the armchair, sipping coffee, perhaps, waiting for the dawn. 


Quietly she left John Paul's room and suddenly found herself standing in front of Robert, who was scratching 
his bare chest. 


„Fantastic... It can't be better..", she thought. 


He just caught her sneaking out from Jonesy room, in the middle of the night, wearing her underwear only. By 


the way, he was also dressed in his underpants only. 


„Thanks god for this, at least" - she smirked. 


- What are doing here? - asked Robert with peculiar face expression. 


- | know that it sounds odd, but Jimmy packed himself to my bed.. 


- He did what?? 


- Well, he's completely hammered. He just collapsed on me. So, | wanted to go to sleep to his bedroom, but 


there was Bonzo sleeping. | wanted to find another room, but here, for instance, Jonesy is sleeping.. 


- Yeah, I'm aware of that.. 


- He told me to change the address. 


Robert laughed shortly. 


- You could come to my room. 


- Oh, really? Do you know how many chambers this bloody castle has? And each of them is inhabited by 
different gnomel | just wanted to sleep somewhere as a normal person, but no, this is a bloody house of bloody 


Jimmy Page! You can't do ordinary things in ordinary way herel 


Robert bursted out laughing and got a hiccups. He forgot how hilarious she could be at times. 


- And you, what are you doing here? - Monica asked, staring at Robert with unfriendly look. 


- | went to pee.. 


Suddenly, the door of Jonesy's room opened and his head with closed eyes appeared. 


- May | ask you kindly to fuck off from here? I'd like to sleep. 


- Yeah, me too - Monica replied ironically 


- So find yourself a room! - said a Pancake Man and slammed the door in front of her nose. 


- And what am | trying to do for the last half an hour, you think? 


- Let's go to my room - Robert nodded his head. 


She followed him. 


His room, just like hers, wasn't too big. Also bed wasn't a king size one. Monica was sure though that a narrow 


one is better than an armchair for the rest of the night. 


- Where are you planning to sleep? - she asked innocently, looking at the chair beside the bed. 


There were Robert's clothes, neatly folded up. It was hard to believe, but he was doing it even drunk 


- IIl be sleeping next to you, holding you tight - he was standing just next to her. 


She felt goosebumps appearing on her skin. He didn't even touch her, but she almost felt as if he did. 


- Robert, you are drunk 


- | am, I'm not going to deny it. 


- You gonna regret it.. 


- Ive never regret any moment that | spent with you. A word, gesture, touch.. None of them. 


He caressed her naked arm. 


Monica sighed. She wanted to say something more, but Robert put his tongue deeply in her mouth. He was so 
fierce, that she couldn't keep up. Their teeth collided, but he didn't care. His hands were wandering throughout 
her body frantically. 


„He's going to rape me", Monica thought, but didn't find the will to push him away. 


She was confused by his uncontrollable reactions, but also felt more and more aroused. The blood was 
rumbling in her veins. She didn't even notice the moment when he unhooked her bra He sucked up to her naked 


breasts. She uttered a cry and entangled fingers in his hair, as she was doing in the past. 


- Slow down.. - she finally pushed him away - We have the whole night for ourselves. 


- | want you - Robert murmured to her neck, slowing down. - | missed you so much. I'm going crazy because 


of you, do you understand? - he slightly shook her by arms. 


Monica cupped his face with her hands. Despite the darkness, his eyes were glistering. 


- Calm down, Robert. Before you'll say too much. 


He fell silent. Monica delicately brushed his hair from his face. He was kneeling in front of her, completely still. 


She also knelt. 


- | missed you too, you have no idea how much. But it will pass, Robert. You will forget about me one day. You 


are a lucky man. You have your wife, children It's totally different life than what was back there, in LA. 


- Are you rejecting me?- he asked. 


- | wish | could say yes, for your own good, but | can't.. 


- So don't do it, please. Mon, | want to make love with you.. 


His hands were once again on her body. She surrended completely. She let him to do anything he wanted. 
Robert was loving her greedily, entering her deeply and hard, still insatiable of her body. It was like with 
crushing her hips with his hips, holding her in the vise of his arms and with all those wild moves he wanted to 
possess not only her body, but also a soul. He didn't care that he already gave her an orgasm. He was pushing 
again and again, until the bed's headboard started to slam against the wall. He was crushing her breasts with 


his chest, plunging his tongue deeply in her throat. 


They made love savagely before, but that time was way beyond all Monica's expectations. She wasn't afraid of 
him, though. She was more concerned about the noise they made with the bed. 


- Can you feel it? Can you feel me, down there, inside? - Robert mumbled into her ear. 


- Oh, yes, | can feel you - she whispered. 


- Do you want more? 


- Yes, Robert.. 


- IIl give you more, baby. 


Not letting her go from his arms nor leaving her tight pussy, he rolled over and sat her astride on his hips. 


He was aware that he was pushing into her even deeper than before. 


Monica yelled. She didn't feel the pain, but she knew that she couldn't stand any more of that wild ride. While 
she regain control on the speed, forced him to slow down. Robert's big hands were squeezing her breasts, 


when she was riding him. 


They acted together, like a well oiled machine, knowing their moves perfectly. 


Monica was trying to stop the yells when next orgasm came. But Robert didn’t hesitate. 


The moans that were coming from his throat reminded her those, which she heard many times before from 
the records. Maybe not that high-pitched, but still pretty similar. She put her hand onto his mouth to silence 
him a bit, but he caught her fingers with teeth and sucked them, still moaning. 


Finally, she felt his huge penis pumping semen into her. She fell on his chest. It was glistering with sweat. 


- My god, Robert, you were heard all over the house. Are you crazy? 


But there was no answer. Robert was already drifting off to sleep. He only hugged her and that was it. 


- It is a night of wonders, really.. - Monica whispered to herself, couldn't belive that he fell asleep just like 
that. 


She slipped away from top of him, took a blanket from the chair, covered both of them and also fell into sleep. 


Before a hangover woke Robert up, Monica was already away. 


She went to her previous room, where Jimmy was still sleeping unconcious, gathered her clothes together and 


went to shower. 


Her body was aching. Robert gave her a quite intense gymnastics. Usually so gentle and caring, he surprised 
her last night. Even if their love was a bit more intense in the past, she loved that then. But last night it was 
shagging, if not pure fucking. And that what he was telling her while he was doing that.. She felt a blush on 
her face. But surprisingly, that felt good. She could sense that he could show her much more faces of love if 
they only had a chance to try. 


But Monica was painfully aware that she was only a small, irrelevant piece of his life. She didn't have access to 


the rest of it. 


How could she possibly forget about him if she was trembling with excitation every time she saw him? That 
must have been a thing that people used to call chemistry. 


As everyone else, she wanted to be happy, but she understood that she also wanted him to be happy. And 


secret meetings won't give them happiness. So she should avoid him. She made a decision 


After a shower she came to wake up Jimmy. It wasn't an easy task She was tugging him by the arm for a 


few minutes and was close to slap him in the face, when he finally opened his eyes. 


- Jim, | need money for taxi. 


Jimmy hid his head under the pillow. She took it away impatiently. 


- Jim! | need to go home, please, lend me some money! 


Jimmy was slurring something, barely understandably, but she finally found out where he was keeping some 


small change. 


She put her coat on, hoping that weather improved a bit and left the house, closing the door behind her 
quietly. 


Part Ten - Remorse 


Robert woke up couple of hours later. 


His head was aching, felt sand under his eyelids. With a quiet moan he sat on the bed, feeling nausea. Suddenly 
he recalled some things from last night. He turned around. Bed was empty. He was alone in the room. He forced 


himself to stand up, put some clothes on the back and came downstairs. 

In the kitchen, John Paul sat with a cup of tea and a newspaper. 

- Good morning - Robert croaked, looking around for a clean cup. 

- Is it? - dryly asked Jonesy, watching as Robert was filling a tea cup with tap water and drinking it quickly. 
- I'm not feeling well. - Robert admitted. 

- Well, you are working too hard, mate, really. 


Robert threw a quick glance at John Paul from under his terribly messed hair. Jonesy sounded odd, in his 


opinion. 


- You should sleep at night instead of practicing your wails and moans - Jonesy wet his index finger and 


turned the page. 
- What the hell you're talking about? - Robert was startled 

- Well, you were a bit noisy last night, | must say.. | heard you two rooms away. 

- Sorry... - Robert was a bit confused, but sudden thought hit him hard - Have you seen Monica today? 


- Wrong choice of associations, my friend. Think it over. And no, | haven't seen her. Maybe she went home? 


Robert sat down heavily behind the table. 


He had to find her. There was something between them in the night, which he didn't remembered well, but it 
left a feeling that he owned her some explanation. And apologies, perhaps. He hoped that she would come to the 


kitchen soon and he would get a chance to talk to her. 


- Fancy a toast? - asked John Paul as he handed Robert a plate. 


He was a bit sorry for Robert. He didn't like the way Robert was chasing that girl. Of course, he didn’t plan to 
tell Jimmy about it. He was always far from interfering in somebody's life. For the same reason, he didn't plan 
to talk with Robert about it. Robert might be a trifler, but still, an adult man. He should be capable to clean 
the mess in his life by himself. That small amount of compation that Jonesy felt towards Robert was a result 
of true struggle that John saw in his mate's eyes. But, well. He had it at his own wish. 


Slowly, the rest of the company was waking up. Robert was already certain that Monica disappeared. 


When also Bonzo came down, Robert asked him for a word aside. 


- John, l'm afraid that | crossed the line last night - he confessed with hesitation. 


- What do you mean, Robert? 


- Monica. | think | got a bit carried away. 


Bonzo sat down and told Robert to specify his thoughts a little bit more. Robert ruffled his hair. 


- | got drunk and was too rough for her. 


- Did you argued or something? 


- Not in that sense. 


John looked closer at his buddy. 


- Fuck, Robert! 


- Right.. 


- What did you do to her? 


- Nothing. | guess... | hope. But | could have been a little brusque. | don't remember all of it, damn it. 


- Didn't | tell you, you fucking asshole, to not do anything stupid? But, of course, you simply can't keep your 
dick in your trousers, can you? And now you are serving me a text like this.. Brusque? What the hell it means, 


anyway? 


- She's not here anymore, John. And | really need to speak with her. 


- Of course she's not here! She ran away from you! 


- | hope she didn't.. 


- Bloody shit, Robert. | can't listen to this anymorel 


- Please, help me to contact her. 


- Have you lost your mind? She's a kid, leave her alonel 


- | NEED to talk with her. 


- Man, | don't recognize you. What have you done? 


- Will you help me or not, John? 


- I'd rather wring your neck, you idiot. I'll think about it. 


Robert felt that there was no point to push his friend more. And Bonzo was thinking about the telephone 


number that Jimmy gave him and which was peacefully resting in his wallet. 


For a few next days, Robert looked depressed. Bonzo was trying to see him as often as he could, but it was 
clearily visible that Robert was not getting any better. Maureen wanted to know what happened in Jimmy's 
house what caused that her husband stopped to talk with her, but John gave her a dusty answer. 


Finally, he made up his mind. 


He invited Robert for a’ men only" party, as he said. Robert came shortly after. 


Pat, John's wife, stood speechless when she saw him. Robert looked like he didn't sleep for days. He had dark 
shades under his eyes and looked pale. She prepared a dinner and tried to force Robert to eat some of it. He 
did, but for the most of the time he was fumbling with fork in his plate. She wanted to say something, but 
John stopped her, nodding his head. So she just opened a beer and passed it to Robert. 


She felt that she should leave them, John and Robert, alone, but Robert's pathetic look touched some sensitive 
string in her soul. She was older than them. Usually people couldn't tell, but there was a nine year gap between 
them. She loved her husband very much, but sometimes she had to be like a mother to him. In that particular 
moment she felt the same towards Robert. 


That's why she stayed and unexpectedly as for herself as for John, hugged Robert, sat down on his lap and 
looked into his sad eyes. She hoped that he would say something jokingly, or flirty, as he used to do, but 
nothing like that happened. 


John took out a folded piece of paper out of his wallet. 


- Pat, dear - he started - could you please do something for us? This is a telephone number. Can you dial and 
ask Monica to the phone? 


Robert was drilling John with his eyes. 


Pat stood up from Robert's lap and took the paper from John 


- What is this all about? - she asked. 


- Pat, please..- John was dead serious. 


So she went to the phone and dialed the number. Robert and John were staring at her intensely. 


After a while she put the receiver back 


- No one aswers - she said. 


- Please, try again, honey.- John insisted. 


She sighed and tried one more time. She was about to hang up again, but finally somebody answered. 


- Andrew Page's speaking, hello? 


Pat hesitated, surprised. 


- Good evening, Mr. Page - she started - Can | talk to Monica, please? It's Pat Phillips here. - she used her 


maiden name, because she felt it would be better for some reason 


- Good evening, of course, hold on, please. 


Pat heard some distant voices in the background and then a young voice came to her. 


Hello? 


- Good evening, Monica. My name is Pat Phillips.. Bonham - she corrected herself. - Here's someone who would 


like to talk to you. 


She reached out hand to John, but he pointed at Robert. 


Robert took a receiver from Pats hand and was holding it for few seconds, not putting it to his ear. 


- Hello? - Pat heard girl's voice again. 


- Monica, it's me, Robert - he said at last. 


John hugged Pat and they left the kitchen. 


- Can you explain to me who is it? Page? Does Jimmy has something in common with it? - Pat whispered to 


John. 


- I'll tell you later - he put finger on her lips. 


- Robert..2 - Monica lowered her voice - How did you get this number? 


- Monica, can we meet, please? 


A moment of silence in the receiver. 


- | can't, Robert.. 


- Please, | wanted to apologise, | need to see you. 


- Not a chance. My parents have guests, | can't go out. 


- Not today. Let's meet whenever you can, 


- Fine.. A day after tomorrow, in London. l'm finishing my classes at 4 pm. Let's meet in the pub. - she gave 
him an address. - | must go now. Goodbye. 


And she hung up. 


Robert drank the rest of the beer and gained a hope that everything will be alright soon. 


Pat poked her head into the kitchen. 


- Did you finish? 


He nodded. 


- JOHN! - she yelled loudly to the ceiling. - Come down, you buddy needs more beer! 


Robert hugged her tight and planted a quick kiss straight on her lips. In return, he received one, not that light 
tap in the head. 


- You still don't have enough, you ass, do you? - she said, looking at him with some kind of pity. 


That night, Robert and John got drunk heavily. 


Part Eleven - Trampled Under Foot 


Two days later, Robert came to the pub about an hour before their meeting was planned. He was finishing his 
third tea, while he spotted Monica at the door. She was looking around, so he got up to show her the way. She 


was wearing her school uniform, her hair in ponytail.. She was looking absurdly young and innocent. 
- Hi, Robert - she said and sat down in the opposite side of the table. 


- Good afternoon, sweetie. - He wanted to kiss her, at the cheek at least, but there were too many people 


around in this public place and, what was even more important, they had a difficult conversation to have. 
- Would you like something to drink? Or eat? 

- A tea, please. 

Robert ordered two teas. 


- Monica, I'd like to say that l'm very sorry because of that what happened recently.. - he covered her hand 
with his. She didn't move. 


- Sorry for what? 

- For the way that | have treated you last time. It was highly inappropriate. 
Monica looked at him slightly surprised 

- What are you talking about exactly? 


- | was drunk and too brusque. | can't explain it, really. I'm very sorry. 


- Robert, you weren't brusque. Well, maybe.. a bit - she silenced her voice - wild, but you really don't have to 


be sorry for that. | enjoyed that in the matter of fact. 


Did she blush, or was it just his imagination? 


- You did? 


- Yes, | did. The only dissapointment was the fact that you fell asleep just after we.. you know. 


Robert was dumbfounded. 


- Is that a reason of this meeting? You wanted to say I'm sorry to me for something that you didn't need to 


be sorry, Rob? 


- All | remember clear is that | woke up and you weren't there. | got a feeling that | crossed some line. Why 
did you leave without a word? 


She looked embarassed. 


- | wasn't sober neither, Robert. But | remember everything well. We made lots of noise. | was scared that 


someone could hear us and they would make comments. Anyway, it was late and | really had to go home. 


- But you could've woken me up. 


- You didn't seem like you were about to get yourself together any time soon, being honest. - she smiled to 
him. 


- And there's one more thing, Robert. - He sensed some tention in her voice. - | think that we shouldn't see 


each other anymore. 


His heart stopped for second. 


- Why? - he asked. 


Her fingers were rolling a paper napkin nervously. She was looking down for a while, but when she raised her 


head again, tears were filling her eyes. 


- You shouldn't even ask, Robert. You know the answer. | care about you still more and more. Our each 
meeting is making this deeper. | can't imagine that | won't see you again - she wiped tears away quickly - but 
looking at you, knowing that I'm just a kind of short adventure for you, is even worse. | want you to be happy, 
| hope that | gave you some happiness, but.. 


Her voice broke. She leant her head on her hand the way to not let other people to see her crying and wiped 


her eyes with crumpled napkin 


- Monica.. | am happy being with you. More than you can imagine. It's not about sex. Its about you. You are 
sweet, funny, inteligent. The fact that we made love was for me only an icing on the cake. If | could turn back 
time, | wouldn't change anything. | don't regret any of the moments we spent together. | don't want to forget 
it. 


- Me neither.. - she whispered. 


- | want you, Mon, badly. You are so unique. | wish | could have you by my side forever. Listen to your 


stories, laugh with you, even cry with you. | want to be your friend. 


She remained silent for a long while. 


- | can't sleep with you if we want to be friends, Robert. 


- We won't be doing it. | swear, it won't be easy to stay away from you, but I'll do it if it's neccesary. | won't 
Touch you again But promise me that we will see each other from time to time. 


- As friends? 


- Yes. 


After another long while of silence, she finally said: 


- OK, Robert, we may try. But not now, | need time. For now, it hurts too much. 


~- I'll wait as long as you need. 


She smiled through the tears. „God, she's gorgeous, even with red nose and no make up", Robert thought. 


He didn’t feel like a winner. He wasn't a child and knew very well that he should agree with her and end this 
whole story for good. It would be the best for her, as well as for his marriage. He wasn't fair to Maureen, 
that was obvious. But their marriage, since some time already, wasn't as it was before. Robert had lots o 
warm feelings towards Maureen. She still was his friend and the mother of his children, whom he loved the 
most. Despite of all of that, their ways seemed to be parted. Recently he was the more of the guest in his 
own house than a husband and father. 


When they were touring, he was missing his wife, kids and home. Then, and he wasn't proud if it at all, the 
girls who were always near the band were giving him a kind of substitute of closeness. He wasn't looking for 
those girls particularily. They were coming to him as well as to the other members of Led Zepp. But he 
realized that since he met Monica, she became the most important for him. 


When the band came back to the States for the second leg of the tour, he didn't sleep with any of those girls. 
Yes, he was partying with them, flirting too, but he never took advantage of the opportunities of having sex 
with them. Usually he was in bed at Il pm, alone. His thoughts just before the sleep were circling around his 
children and Monica 


So yes, he should agree with her and let her to go her own path. But he really couldn't renounce her presence 


in his life, even if it would be so small and deprived of physical closeness. 


He drove her near her parents’ house. 


- Give me your notebook and a pen - he asked and when she did it, he wrote down something. 


- This is a telephone number to John's house. You can call there if you would like to contact me. 


- And what about John's wife, Pat? 


- She knows, Mon. 


She put the notebook to her bag. Robert took her hand and kissed it. 


- Whenever you are ready, Monica 


She nodded and got off the car, wrapping her coat tightly around her. 


Robert was watching her as long as she disappeared from his sight. Then he drove home. 


At the new album, Physical Graffitti, there was a song titled Trampled Under Foot. Funny and perverse lyrics 
using metaphores related to the car, were speaking clearly about physical love between man and woman. And 
only Robert knew for sure whom he was thinking about while writing it with such an eloquence that was 


causing blush on the faces of listeners. 


Part Twelve - Miss Don't Touch 


Next tour was planned for summer. 


Led Zepp was supposed to come back to the States. Their double album was well acclaimed in America, there 


were lots of concerts booked. Everyone was very excited. 


In July Monica passed her A-Levels and was going to start her studies at the University after vacations. She 
chose the history of art. 


Jimmy mentioned about this one day while talking with Robert. He wanted to give Monica a present for this 
occasion. They went shopping together. 


Jimmy found an old set of albums with prints of paintings, beautifully bounded in leather. Robert decided to 
add something from him. In antique shop he found an Art Nouveau pendant, which elements were made of 
turquoise. He thought that it would match the ring that he once gave Monica. He bought a fine, silver chain 
for that pendant and told to send at Monica's address. 


Both presents came to her at the same time. Despite of lack of the note with the jewellery, she knew for sure 


who sent it to her. She really loved Art Nouveau and was wondering where Robert heard it from. 


There was also an envelope attached to the albums from Jimmy. Inside of it Monica found a ticket for a flight 


to the States. Jimmy was inviting her on tour again 


Its been a half a year since she saw Robert for the last time. She never contacted him. She was still thinking 
of him often, but calmly. Yes, she cared about him a lot, but since she knew that she could count on his 
friendship, things seemed to be easier for her. 


That's why she accepted that invitation happily. 


Jimmy sent Richard Cole to pick her up from the airport. 


When Richard spotted her through the window, stepping down the stairs from the plane, he opened his eyes 
widely. She wore white skirt barely reaching half a thigh and blue sleeveless blouse. Her legs looked like they 


had no end. Dark hair were blowing with the wind. They must have been waist long already. 


When Richard and Monica met in the arrivals hall, waiting for her suitcase, she hugged to him and exclaimed: 


- Good morning, Richard! I'm so glad to see youl 


Cole caught a few jealous looks from the guys around. 


„Ôh yes, you motherfuckers, all you can do is look", he thought to himself with satisfaction, still embracing her 


waist. He would go a bit lower, to her southern department, but he was aware that he wasn't allowed to do it. 


Damn pity. 


- | hope that you will give me something to eat, I'm hungry like helll - she said. 


- Sure, even if | had to prepare your meal with my own hands - Richard grinned. 


She pecked his cheek 
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- Well, well, well. - Jimmy smiled at her sight. - You look gorgeous! 


- | really don't know why you came here, if Jimmy will keep you in some dark room for the whole time - 
Bonzo closed her in bear-like hug and raised her up. - | don't think he wants anybody to look at you! - he 
added and put her down on the floor again. 


She corrected her skirt which in the meantime came up too high. 


Robert was watching it grinning widely. With somewhat theatrical gesture he put his hand on the chest. 


- My heart just stopped beating. You are killing mel 


He also hugged her tight. It was only John Paul who was missing. 


- We're having a party tonight, guys! - yelled Bonzo, to the satisfaction of all. 


Monica was fed and led to her room. She was going to spent the rest of time on resting, as jet lag wasn't 
going to pass unnoticed, and preparing herself for the party. She didn't know what exactly was planned, but she 
didn't want to dress up too much. She didn't want to draw Robert's attention in any way. So, she put on the 
jeans and loose but quite short blouse with psychodelic pattern. And her necklace, of course. She didn't wear it 
too often, not wanting to lose it, but that night seemed to be perfect for it. Freshly washed hair were falling 


down in waves on her back. 


It turned up that the cars took them to the nearby bar. 


Cole organized adjacent tables in the corner for them and made drinks to flow. 


Monica asked for wine. After a thought, Robert also chose wine. 


There was quite a crowd. The arrival of Led Zepp members caused a confusion Heads were turning to their 
direction, but Cole and other members of security were alert and didn't allow people to come by. Only few girls 
were allowed to sit down with them, so they did it, as close to Jimmy as they could. 


Monica, sitting side by side with Robert, caught few long and unfriendly looks from some of those girls, but 
she didn't pay much attention to them. She was just enjoying herself while sipping wine and smoking a cigarette 


which she insolently took away from Robert's hand, freshly lit. 


Robert, himself, was trying hard to not touch Monica, despite the crowd at their tables. It wasn't possible 
though. They were sitting so close one to the other that when she was throwing her hair to the back, he 


could smell their scent. 


- | never thanked you for the necklace - she leant to him - It is truly beautiful, thank you. 


Robert took a glance at it. The pendant was resting safely between her breasts. 


- Im happy to hear it. | thought it would match the ring. 


- It is. My friends are jealous of it. 


- Are you happy to start your studies? 


- Yes, I'm really excited. | dreamt of it. 


- Šo, will you advice me when | will want to buy some piece of art? 


- Yeah, maybe in few years, when I'll gain some knowledge. Then you can count on me ~- she promised. 


She drank another glass of wine. 


- | go dancing - she said and squeezed through the crowd to the dancefloor. Two of the girls from their table 


followed her. 


The wine got her dizzy harmlessly, she wanted to flow with the melody. 


Monica was dancing alone, with her eyes closed. She was moving slowly to the blues played loudly from the 


speakers. Her hands were moving above her head. 


"When she got those hips?, thought Robert, observing her from the distance. Her tight trousers highlighted 
her hips and shapely butt. Raised hands and short blouse uncovered a naked belly. 


- | think I'll join! - threw briskly Michael Des Barres of Detective band to Cole, keeping an eye on Monica. 


Cole grabbed him by an arm and stopped. 


- | wouldn't do that, mate. Her last name is Don't Touch. 


De Barres raised eyebrows. 


- Oh? Jimmy's girl, | assume? 


- Worse - Richard winced - His little cousin 


Michael raised hands in surrender. 


- Understood. | don't want our good old Pagey to throw some ugly curse on me - he laughed. 


- You never can be sure of it, mate. There so many rumours about Jimmy and his black magic stuff, but 
maybe the right question should be which one of them is a real black magic adept. Him or her? - Cole nodded 


towards Monica. 


- Hmmm... Why? 


Cole took a big gulp of drink 


- She appeared about a year ago out of the blue. Before that none of us knew her. Jimmy invited her on 
previous tour, for a whole month and from that time she's leading Robert on a string or leash, if you like. 


- Are you serious? Our Robbie caught on the hook? 


- Yeah.. He stares at her like a mongrel in love or as if he was going to devour her. Now, I'm not surprised, 
she grew up since lat year. But last summer.. Well, I'd say that she was nothing special. Pretty face, but that 
was all. Just a kid. Anyway, she's barely nineteen, | suppose. 


- That's interesting, indeed. A young witch. 


- | even thought that there was something between her and Robert earlier, but | guess it wasn't. There was a 
lot of chemistry, for sure, but probably that was all. And now, just look at her! She wants wine, he's drinking 


wine too. She went to dance, he stares at her constantly. 


Cole shook his head in disbelief and tapped De Barres’ back with power. 


- Šo, | advice not to get involved. Pagey's curse is a one thing, but our blond smartass has a quite a fist. Talk 


about it with Bonzo, you'll see. 


Michael took a distrustful look at Robert. Indeed, even if he never considered Plant a violent person, his almost 


190 cm of height and strong frame didn't encourage to check the theory in practice. 


So, Michael looked around in search of other girl to dance with. 
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Monica went to the ladies’ restroom, followed by two girls from the table, who were also dancing. 


- Are you Roberts girlfriend? - asked a tall blonde. 


- A friend rather. - corrected Monica. 


- A friend to the bed? 


- | don't understand why that would be a business of yours. 


- Calm down, don't be so touchy! l'm just curious. I've always been curious how Robert looked like.. you know.. 


down there and how it would be to be with him. 


Monica frowned. 


- Šo go and ask him by yourself. Maybe he'll show you. 


- Maybe | will - said the blonde and left. 


The second girl who was only listening, approached Monica 


- Don't bother with her. That's her way. 


- I'm not bothering. Why would 1? 


- Because now she will do all she can to steal him from you. 


- But she can't steal him from me, because he's not mine. We are not together. He's my friend. - speaking 


that, Monica felt strange pain in the heart. 


- You have amazing hair - the girl changed the subject. 


- Thank you - Monica smiled to her - Are you coming here often? 


- Not really. Only when Led Zeppelin is in town I'm not a slag. | just.. love Jimmy. Sometimes he smiles at me 
or says something, but usually he's not paying attention to me. | guess I'm not his type. - she saddened. - | 


think you are more of his type. 


Monica laughed shortly. 


- Oh no, definitely not! Jimmy is my cousin! 


The girl choked. 


- Oh my god.. You are a lucky girl. So, you must know him well. 


- Well, | guess | do. But we are not spending much time together, you know. 


- | guess. | was thinking earlier that you have the same accent as the boys. An English one. Thats so cooll 


Monica never could understand what was so alluring in English accent for Americans. She was truly amused. 


- What's your name? I'm Monica 


- I'm Anna - said the girl reaching out her hand. 


- Šo, Anna, if you could have one wish concerning Jimmy, what would it be? 


- Its hard to pick one, but | think.. I'd like to spend a night with him. Not for sex. Just like that. To go to sleep 


with him and wake up beside him. 


- But Im sure that you must be aware that my cousin has a certain reputation 


- | think that all of that is completely untrue and he's a gentleman and a decent man. 


Monica recently was doubting that deeply, but didn't plan to burst Anna's buble. 


- Let's go, Anna. I'd like some more wine. 


She embraced Anna's waist and they headed to the table. 


At Monica's seat there was a tall blonde sitting and playing with one of Robert's golden locks. 


Anna took a quick look at Monica, but she had a poker face. 


- Robert, would you be so kind and pour me some more wine, please? - Monica said calmly. 


Robert stood up, ignoring completely a tall blonde. 


- Of course, my dear. Honey, - he addressed to the blonde - could you please stand up and free this seat for 


my girlfriend? Thank you. 


The blonde girl with a morderous look aimed to Monica did what he asked for and left them for good. 


Anna, whose seat beside Jimmy has been also already taken by some other girl, sent a delighted look to 


Monica. 


- Anna, come, sit with us, we can squeeze. Robert, move your ass a bit, please. - Monica tapped a seat on one 


side of Robert and sat down on his other side. 


Robert, very content of life poured wine for Anna too and made himself comfy, hugging two girls at his both 


sides at once. He was chit- chatting politely with Anna, whose cheeks were burning red. 


In the meantime, Monica pulled Jimmy's sleeve to make him to lean to her. She was whispering something to 
his ear for a longer while. Jimmy was listening carefully, from time to time throwing short looks at Anna, who 
was not even aware of that. Finally, he smiled shyly and nodded his head. Monica tapped his skinny thigh, very 
satistied. 


About one o'clock in the night all of them decided to come back to the hotel. There were too many people 
insisting to join them or talk with them for a while. Lots of pictures were taken, flashes were blinding them too 


often to be bareable. They felt like animals in the zoo. 


Cole went to let the drivers to know that they will leave soon and Jimmy excused himself to the toilet. Anna, 
seeing that they were standing up, also stood up and turned to Monica 


- If was so nice to meet you, Mon. Maybe we will meet one day again? 


- Oh, my dear, we are not saying goodbye yet! - Monica aswered with a somewhat wry smile, which made her 


look even more like Robert, than Jimmy - Jimmy asked me to invite you to our hotel with us. 


It wasn't quite the whole truth, but Monica, being a little tipsy, didn't care about it at all. 


Anna's eyes suddenly brightened up. 


- What? He asked you to do that? 


- Yes. He told me that you are beautiful and he would like to tell you this by himself, but he's too shy to do 
it. Well, what to do? That's how he is. 


Anna didn't answer, but hugged Monica strongly. 


Robert was amused. „So, that's how it is! This little foxy lady is really tricky". He recalled Anna from previous 


tours, indeed. Always looking at Jimmy, who was ignoring her for the most of the time. 


- Do you know that its illegal? - he whispered into Monica's ear. 


- Like what? - she was truly surprised. 


- Procurement - he said prolonging the vowels in pretending horror. - Acting as a pimp, you know.. 


- You are crazy - she shrugged - | have no idea what you're talking about. 


But in the depths of her soul she hoped that Jimmy won't give a try to his whips that he allegedly kept hidden 
under the bed. She hoped that it was just a rumour and Anna wouldn't flee from the hotel, crying. That would 


be really unfortunate. 


Jimmy himself finally found his way from the toilet to the table and they all could go. 


In the hotel, everyone headed to their rooms. 


Part Thirteen - Do | need to worry? 


Monica wasn't sleepy. There was still bright day in England, 


She sat down on the bed and grabbed a guitar which she lent from Jimmy. Only Jimmy knew that she was 
learning to play the guitar. He even gave her a few short lessons. She enjoyed that very much, found it 
relaxing. It was not her ambition to play at Jimmy's level. She thought it was impossible for her. But still, she 
was soaking into it. She was able to play almost all acoustic songs of Led Zepp, yet not perfectly. She was going 


to push Jimmy a bit more for further lessons. 

A knock at the door interrupted her. 

- | heard the guitar - said Robert - | didn't know that you play. 

- l'm not - she was embarassed - l'm just strumming something. 

She let him in. 

- You too can't sleep? 

- Not really. There are some strange noises behind the wall in my room. 
- What noises? 

- It goes like „Oh, Jimmy, oh Jimmy, yes Jimmy..", you know.. 

- Oh, | see.. - she blushed. 


- Right. So it came to my mind to take a walk, they must finish at some point, aren't they? So, passing by 
your door | heard the guitar. Will you play for me? 


- No, I'm really just learning. | can barely play. 


- Oh, come on, play for me! Don't be shy! 


A calm melody flew from under her fingers, the beginning of „That's the way". 


Robert started to sing along, stopping and beginning once again while she was making mistakes. 


- No, that's it, Robert. I'm pathetic. 


- You're not! Let me show you where is a mistake. 


He took a guitar from her and started to play, slowing down in places, where she went wrong. 


- | had no idea that you play, neither! And you're pretty good, | must say! 


- Tell this to Jimmy and soon you will see how the walking disdain looks like. He will mock me the whole month. 


- Robert laughed. 


Monica thought to herself that she was lucky that Jimmy didn't mock her. She would never ever be capable to 
take a guitar to the hand if he did. Honestly, he was really polite and patient to her, instead. 


She hugged the guitar to her, trying to make a kind of barier between her body and Robert. 


- | guess, this night | understood why you guys are not visiting bars too often anymore. All those people 
around, yelling at you, making photos.. | wouldn't like to live like that. 


- Yes, some of them are trying to provoke us sometimes, to create a conflict or a fight. You need to get used 


to it. 


- And those girls.. Anna is very nice, but the other one.. You have no idea what she told me in the rest room. 


- Something close to that what she told me later, | suppose? 


- And what was that? 


- That she wants to fuck me and | can go with her to the rest room, if | want to. 


- Right.. Do you enjoy those things? That kind of talk? 


- Not at all. I'd send her away even if you wouldn't come. I'm not saying, Monica, that we didn't do such things 
in the past. We did. But we were younger then Now, it usually disgusts us. 


- Usually? You are honest, at least. 


- With you - always, my dear. 


She remained silent for a while. 


- Would you like to go for a walk with me? - she proposed finally. 


- With pleasure. What are you planning to do with the rest of your holidays when you'll be home again? 


- Well, I'm moving out from my parents. | have a small flat reserved. A living room and one bedroom only, 
nothing special, but that's all | can afford. It will be all mine in a month. I'm excited, because it going to be the 


first time when I'll be living on my own 


- But why are you moving out? You don't getting on with your parents well? 


- No, | simply want to become independant. The beginning of studies is a quite good moment, | think. | want to 


feel some more freedom. 


- You want to go wild? 


- Why not? I'm young! 


Robert stopped and stood very close to her. 


- | must say, I'm very glad to see you, Mon. I've been missing you. 


- So, kiss me at last - she whispered. 


He did. Very delicately. She stood on her toes, embraced him by the waist and enjoying that moment. Then she 
found his hand and dragged him to the hotel. his hands were big, which was giving her some kind of feeling of 


safety. 


Robert led her to the door of her room. 


- Have a good night, Robert. See you tomorrow. 


If he counted on invitation, he didn't let her to know. 


- Mon, when you settle in your new apartment, will you invite me? 


- You are my friend. Of course | willl Go to sleep now. 


That night both of them had restless dreams. 
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Two days later Monica and Anna met for the second and the last time. Standing side by side at the stage's 


wing they were watching Led Zeppelins concert. 


Monica was absolutely stunned. That show was perfect. Each one of them was a separate, incredibly talented 


being and altogether they were a masterpiece. 


When the last notes of Stairway to Heaven, Anna's favourite song resounded, the girl with tears in her eyes 
hugged Monica and said to her: 


- | thank you so much for everything that you've done for me. | will never forget it - and she kissed Monica 
straight in the lips. It wasn't an innocent kiss. 


Monica was dumfounded. She got together after a short while, when Anna added: 


- I've already kissed two of the Pages - and smiled widely. 


- Good for you - Monica put it shortly, hearing some whistling in the small crowd gathered with them in the 
wing of the stage. 


Also Robert saw that clearly. He was standing by the drum kit, drinking water. His trousers became suddenly 
too tight. 


Cole took them to the cars before concert was over. That was the procedure - accompanying persons were 


sitted in cars before the band got off the stage, in order to not delay the journey to hotel or at the airport. 


There was also a car prepared for Anna. Monica was very glad that her cousin took care of her. The rest of 
the crew and the band of course were heading to the airport, where their private jet plane was ready to take 


off to the next city. 


Fifteen mintes after Anna's departure to Monica's car jumped Robert, Jimmy and Bonzo with Cole. When also 
the second car was ready, with Peter, John Paul and Steve Weiss on board, they departed in police escort of 
cops on motorcycles and police cars, all flashing blue and red lights. Monica never before experienced such a 


crazy ride. Drivers didn't pay much attention to the red lights. 


The concert power of Zeppelin was stunning her. In the car wasn't calmer. Adrenaline was still pumped to their 
veins. Dripping with sweat, they were shouting at each other. Robert had a sore throat, his voice was croaky, 
but he was in his element. She could see in him then a real rock god. He was a young man, fully aware of his 
talent, with testosterone almost spraying from his ears. She suddenly felt overwhelmed by them. 


Robert took a look at her, sitting in the corner of the limousine and felt the sudden urge to kiss her, which he 


did immediately, leaving traces of his sweat on her face. 


Jimmy, who sat in front of them on the opposite side of the limo, straighten up his long, skinny leg and 
unceremoniously took Robert down a notch by serving him one, well aimed and painful kick to the shinbone. 


That cooled Robert's temper, indeed. Monica wiped her face with a hand. 


They came to the next hotel late in the night. They threw themselves to beds. No one had a will for partying. 
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- Have you seen Monica recently? - Robert asked Peter, when they were sitting one late evening in Bonzo's 


room, drinking and waiting for strippers invited by Cole. 


- Oh yeah, | forgot to tell you, today she's going out. 


- She didn't tell me - Robert was surprised 


- Do you really need her here now? Let her to have some fun too. 


- No, | don't, | was just wondering. 


Robert sat quietly for a while, thinking. 


- But do you know where she exactly is? - he asked finally. 


- Who? - Peter was commenting something what they were watching in TV in the meanwhile. 


- Monica. 


- Jesus, | don't know. She has a date. 


Robert raised his eyebrows. 


- A date? With whom? 


- Why you are so nosy? With Gillan, if you really need to know. - Grant laughed. - There, smoke one - he 
handed Robert a spliff. 


Indeed, two or three days earlier lan Gillan and Roger Glover appeared at their concert and dropped by to their 
dressing room afterwards to chat a bit. Monica was there, but Robert couldn't recall her talking with those 
two. And now she went for a date with Gillan? Did he missed something? But ok, if she chose do to that. 
Robert decided to not think about it. 


The strippers came finally with their own music and fancy clothes. Men gathered in the room were cheering 
them to work, but they all must had admit that the whole act wasn't so fresh as it used to be for them 


some years ago. Robert wasn't much interested. 


In the meantime, Monica was sitting in a car beside lan, very content of life. The only thing which was worrying 


her was his heavy foot. They were speeding like hell. 


lan when they left Led Zepp's dressing room and she was showing them a way out, he asked her to go out 
with him some night. He was intrigued by that young girl, who obviously wasn't a groupie, but seemed to a 
part of Zeppelin's entourage. 


- Mate, she's just a kid What are you planning? - asked Roger looking at his friend with pity. 


lan shrugged. 


- Don't know, we'll see. | like her. 


When he picked her up from the hotel, asked how old she was. He was suprised, when she told him. She was 
VERY young and he didn't want to have problems because of that. He shouldn't even take her for a drink. But 
he was really willing to do that. He was wondering if Robert was screwing her. All bands were playing with 
those easy girls, it wasn't a secret, he did it by himself, many times before. And screw Robert Plant's girl and 
cut him down to size - why not? That sounded like a good plan. The girl was about eleven years younger than 


lan. A litlle of perversy? Why not? 


- How did you get to know them? Are you a friend of Grant's or something? 


- Yeah, something. l'm Jimmy's cousin. 


lan chocked. So that's how it is! Well, to cut Robert down to size is a one thing, but get into troubles with 
Jimmy is quite different one. 


- Are you scared? - she asked with a wry smile - You don't want to take me out anymore? 


- |m not scared, but you are very young.. 


- Šo, you were planning a sex date then? 


He laughed. 


- You are very straightforward, | must say. 


- If you are constantly among bunch of horny guys, you must learn how to speak your mind clearly about 


what you want or don't want. That makes life easier. But you still didn't answer my question. 


- I'm sure you're right. And yes, that crossed my mind, if you want to know. 


She blushed, he noticed. 


-Well then, I'm not sure if it is a compliment, but the answer is no. | won't sleep with you, lan. I'm not a 


groupie. 


- You think I'm that simple? I'm quite picky. 


- Are you? 


- I'm not sleeping with everyone who's willing at the moment, Monica. And what about the groupies? You've 


seen them a lot, haven't you? They probably hate you. 


She laughed. 


- Yeah, probably they do. But | don't care. 


- They must be envy about your access to the guys. 


- The most of them probably think that I'm sleeping with at least one of them. 


- Are you? 


- And who's straightforward now? No, lim not. | treat them as friends. - she didn't plan to inform lan about 


the truth. 


- Sometimes you can go wild with friends too! 


- | don't think so, lan. Anyway, with which one | might sleep? All are married and the only one single is my 


cousin. 


- Well, | don't think that wife back home is a major obstacle in living life to the fullest on tour. But if you are 
thinking this way, let it be.. 


- I'm not naive, lan, despite that you think | am. So, where are we going? 


He took her the club. They knew him over there, nobody asked the girl for ID. They ordered drinks and she 
dragged him to the dancefloor. They were fooling around like a pair of kids. The more of alcohol she drank, the 


more open she become. 


Finally a slow song was played. 


She held on his hand and pulled towards the table. 


- Let's sit - she said. 


- No way! - lan protested. - | made a fool of me for you, so now you will dance with me properly now. 


He hugged her tight and they started to dance. At first she was a bit stiff, but soon became more relaxed. 
She leant her head on his chest and let him to lead. 


When they sat down at their table, she started to look at him intensely. 


- Do | have something on my face? - he asked at last. 


-No, l'm just admiring your eyes. They so incredibly deep blue - she smiled broadly. 


lan grinned, a little dazed. 


- And you have lovely dimples. | love dimples! 


- If you won't stop, I'll think that you really like me. 


- |f | didn't like you, would | go out with you? 


- Well, now | want to kiss you! What would you say now? 


- | would say why didn't you do that earlier? 


lan didn't need anything more to hear. He sat down at her side and embraced her with an arm. He lowered his 


head and just before their lips met, he asked: 


- Are you sure that | may do it? 


She nodded, so he did it. It was long, but very delicate kiss. He was studing her reactions. She finally lowered 
her head, breaking that intimate touch. He run fingers on her cheek. She was smiling, so he kissed her once 
more. He really wanted to sit her on his lap, but there were too many peple were watching. She tasted like 
strawberries. Whether it her lipstick or coctail, he didn't know, but the taste was delicious. 


They went to the dancefloor again She was so flexible. He started to wonder, if she would be the same in bed. 
He was pretty turned on and really couldn't understand how it was possible that Plant was able to keep his 
hands off her. He must have been blind, really. Or maybe he had objections to Page. But lan had no objections. 
Jimmy wasn't his mate from the band. It was hard to say that they were mates at all 


With the next slow song he dragged her towards so close that nobody could stick a pin between them. He was 
rubbing against her, feeling a growing arousal. She couldn't miss that neither. His growing buldge was touching 


her Sexy ass. 


He drove her back after midnight. He was really jealous for the guy who would be lucky enough to deflower 
her. He was sure she was still a virgin And he had a strong feeling that it would be Plant, that fucking lucky 
bastard. lan was already willing to give him a punch in that pretty face for that. She deserved someone better. 
Not Plant, nor himself. Somebody who could devote to her. 


He hugged her tight, kissed on the cheek for goodbye and sighed deeply, watching her disappearing behind the 


hotel entrance doors. 


He looked up to the sky with silent reproach and got into the car. He felt that he really needed a relief and 
planned to find some willing girl for the rest of the night, but eventually came back to his hotel alone. 


Cole was an accidental witness of their good-bye. He was watching them for a while, interested. 


- Well, that's a surprise.. - he murmured to himself - | wonder, what Percy would say? 
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Robert spotted her at the empty at time restaurant. After a quick shower she came to ask for something to 
drink Both of them, Bonzo and Robert, had a similar idea. Room service wasn't on duty anymore, but they only 
counted that somebody was still in the kitchen 


- Šo, how was your date? - asked Robert, looking at her blushed face and wet hair. 


- It was very nice, thank you - she smiled to him. 


- Was Gillan treating you with respect? 


She threw him strange look. 


- How did you know..? 


- That you were with Gillan? My dear, there are no secrets in this company. So, everything was ok? 


- | didn't know about Gillan! - Bonzo was surprised. - He's quick, | must say. You two just met and he already 
got to work. 


- Gosh, | didn't know that | need to inform everyone what I'm doing and with whom! 


- You don't need to, but he has.. let's say.. quite a reputation. - Bonzo made a strange face. 


- Oh yes, unlike you.. 


They both laughed. 


- Yeah, but you're not dating with us. Not with me, at least. Robert, you want to add something? 


- | don't. End of story. - Robert also had a strange face expression 


- Will you two go out again? - Bonzo didn't want to stop, though, feeling a kind of pleasure of teasing his best 
friend this way. 


She shrugged. 


- | don't kow, We didn't talk about it. 


- Damn it, is there someone in that fucking kitchen or not? - John became irritated by waiting and 


unceremoniously marched into the kitchen. 


Robert and Monica were left alone. They looked one at the other for a moment. 


- Will you come to me and tell me about this night? - he finally spoke. 


- There's not much to say. We went to the club to dance, drank a bit and that's all. 


She didn't want to tell him about kisses and flirting. When she sobered completely she was a bit ashamed of 
what happened. 


Despite that, she agreed when two days later Gillan came to their hotel and ask her to go out again 


When lan came to pick her up, he kissed her lips. She wanted to avoid it, but wasn't so quick Robert who saw 


it from some distance felt the anger growing in him. But still, it was her decision 


They left hotel immediately and he lost them from the sight. 


- Do | need to worry? - Robert heard a quiet, nasal voice from hehind his back. Jimmy, just as Robert, was 


looking at those two. 


- | have no idea - Robert replied. - Do you? 


Jimmy only mumbled something and lead Robert towards the lift, embracing friend by waist. There was work 
waiting for them. Soon they immersed in that and forgot about Monica. 


Part Fourteen - Accident chaser 


Robert came back to his room about four hours later. When he lit the lamp, dumbfounded, saw Monica lying 
on his bed in her clothes. 


- Turn the lamp off.. - she said quietly. 


He did, but immediately lit the small side lamp beside the bed. 


- What are you doing here ?- he asked. 


She raised her head. On one side of the face she had an ugly bruise. Robert felt a sudden squeeze in his head. 


- What the hell happened? - he yelled out - I'll kill this motherfucker who did it to you. Was it him? Gillan? 


- Stop shouting, my head aches. - she said, wincing. - lan did nothing to me.. 


- §0, who was it? 


- Nobody, we had an accident: 


- What?? You should go to the hospital! - he vigorously went back to the door, opened it widely and shouted: 


- Cole! Cole, where are you Come here at once! 


- Robert.. Come on, leave it.. 


- The hell like | willl COLE! 


Richard appeared at the corner of corridor. 


- l'm coming, stop yelling. 


- Move faster. We must take Monica to the hospital right now, come on.. 


Cole sighed and followed Robert to the room. 


- I've already been to hospital - said Monica with weak voice. 


- What? When? 


- An ambulance took them. | took her back to hotel from hospital. - explained Richard, watching as Robert's 


face colour is turning into bright red. 


- What ambulance? 


- A normal one. They crashed the car, somebody called the ambulance and both of them were taken to the 


nearest hospital. Monica called me from there. 


Robert grabbed Cole by shirt and pinned him to the wall. 


- And when you were planning to tell us about it, you motherfucker? 


- Robert, stop it right now - Monica raised her voice. 


Cole was trying to free himself from Robert's grip, but to no avail. He was holding him like in vice, shaking him 
and pushing onto the wall. 


- Fuck it, she's alright, man, leave me.. 


- You won't be alright in a minute. You gonna be fired, Cole. That is your shitty responsibility to inform us 
about things like that. This is your end. 


- Take your hands off me and cool down - growled Richard, flashing eyes. 


- Stop it, both of youl - Monica shouted out, holding her aching head - If you won't stop, my head will explode! 
Shut up! 


Robert let go Cole, who was really about to punch his employer into the face. 


- | called to Richard and asked him to take me from hospital not telling anyone. Doctor said that they are only 
bruises and scratches. Nasty, but harmless. Everything is fine, only hurts. 


- We'll call another doctor - Robert decided. 


- She had an x-ray done.. - started Cole, but Robert aimed an index finger in his direction. 


- Shut the fuck up or I'll knock your teeth out. 


- Go ahead, try.. 


Robert prepared himself, but the scream stopped him. 


- ROBERT! - Monica was crying from the pain. - I'm fine, accept it. But my whole body aches. | need to rest, 
not to watch your fights. Richard just did what | asked him. | wanted to explain it to you. 


Robert lost the will to kill Cole and sat down on the bed. Then he really noticed that her blouse was tore and 
had blood marks on the sleeve, as well as her trousers on her tigh. He delicately touched her arm and then 


bruised face. 


- Bring some ice, we must make a compress. - he threw to Cole. 


Richard left the room without a word. 


- You really had an x-ray done? 


- Yes. We both were examined very carefully and we're fine. Thankfully we had seatbelts fastened. 


- But what happened exactly? 


- | don't know for sure. lan said that we got a flat tire. Suddenly the car was spinning around and we hit the 
road barrier on my side. That's why | have all those bruises and scratches. lan is looking better. He wanted to 
come here with me, but told him to go back to his hotel. | knew that | will have help here. 


- My god.. - Robert was truly shocked. He hugged her slowly and cautiously. Monica hissed a bit, but didn't 
backed. 


- That was really not lan's fault, Rob. It was an accident. Could happen to anyone. 


When Cole came back with a pack of ice cubes, they helped her to take off those dirty clothes and put the ice 


wrapped in towel to her face. 


- Go and bring some clothes from her room - ordered Robert again and Cole seeing his face expression, didn't 


say a word. 


Robert noticed that new bruisers started to form on her body. She was looking terrible. So he came to the 
bathroom, wet the towel with warm water and as delicately as he could, wiped the blood stains from her face 


and body. 


- You'll stay tonight with me . We must tell Jimmy what happened to you. 


She just nodded. 


Cole handed Monica a clean t-shirt and pyjama's pants and went to look for Jimmy. 


Monica had to explain once again to her cousin and to Peter that she will survive. 


- Somebody should stay with you this night - said Jimmy studying carefully her injuries. 


- I'm staying with Robert tonight. - she said. 


Robert responded with a nod to a silent question from his friend. 


- Richard, be so nice and bring more ice. It can be needed - asked Peter. 


Finally, Monica and Robert were left alone in his room. They laid in bed, not touching themselves. 


- | was scared, Robert - Monica whispered, when Robert turned the light off. - It was just a moment, but | 
thought that the car was spinning and spinning and spinnning, with no end. And when we hit that barrier, | 
thought... that... I'm going to die. 


He heard her crying. He was afraid to hug her due to not cause more pain, but he really couldn't listen to her 


cry. So he laid on his side, leant head on the arm and wiped the tears from her cheeks. 


- Hush, baby.. That all is over now. m here with you, don't be scared.. 


- Thank you - she whispered again. 


- I'll take care of you, love. 


She fell asleep, wincing from time to time as if she was recalling that accident in her head again and again. 
Robert was on alert. He was listening to her breath and sometimes was stroking her hair, when she had 


become more nervous. 


Robert didn't expect such a violent reaction from himself. In that particular moment he really wanted to beat 
up both of them- as Gillan as Cole. But Monica was right, that could've happened to anyone and in the matter 
of fact Robert was even glad that Gillan was also ok But the one thought he couldn't get a rid of. If not lan, it 
wouln't had happen to Monica. That's why Robert was still angry with lan. Because what other reason could've 


it been for that anger that he felt? 
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Still in ache Monica wasn't leaving Robert's room for the whole next day. He had his own business to do, but 
tried to come to her as often as he could. Jimmy also spent some time with her and even brought one of the 
groupies with him to see Monica and help her to hide bruises under a make up. They had a long chat. Monica 
for the first time met a nice groupie. They were usually looking at her unfavorably at least, talking about her 


behind her back. 


Monica was trying not to listen to that, but some of those talks found their way to her and made her simply 
sad. She never told that to anyone. But with a passage of time she even befriended with some of the „group's 


friends". They were treating her as a some kind of younger sister, trying to advice her with make up and 


clothes, desipite the fact that Monica was barely using make up and was dressing in rather modest way, 


comparing to them. 


Dennis, Robert's assistant, asked one day for two weeks off, due to some family issues in England. Monica 
offered herself as a substitute. Not once nor twice she took part in rehearsals, sound checks etc, learning 
things about tchnical aspects of the job around the band. She was taking care of Robert and Jim after 
concerts, preparing for them dressing gowns which they wrapped themselves in, being sweated after show, she 


was serving them food and beverages. Nothing special, but they appreciated that. 


Shortly after Dennis’ departure Peter called a meeting of band's assistants, bodyguards and Cole with Steve 
Weiss, the lawyer. The band was receiving lots of threats. It started at the beginning of their career but 
recently the number of threats increased. They've decided to hire an external security agency. Each of the 
assistants had to explain to those new people the way how things were going for the band and the rest of the 
crew. Grant wasn't so sure if Monica could cope with that task, but she listened carefully and stayed calm. 
Everything was supposed to be set the way to not disturb the band too much. They had no idea about the 
scale of the threats. Peter told them only about the part of the problem and they accepted that. 


The last day before Dennis! return, next concert was scheduled. 


The atmosphere was strange from the beginning of the day. New bodyguards appeared few days earlier and 
were wandering here and there. It looked like there were not twelve of them, but at least twenty. It was 
annoying the band and the crew. But they had a job to do. They sent away several fans from the 
dressingroom's door, who wanted to see their beloved band even for a second off stage. That didn't cause a 
warm feelings towards them. Monica overheard the groupies talking about some girl, madly in love with Robert, 
who said that if she can't have him, no one can. That sounded disturbingly in Monica's ears. So she approached 
to the groupies to ask some details. The girls described the look of that girl and added that they saw her that 
evening in front of the dressing room's door. Monica asked them to show her that girl, but in the meantime 


new bodyguards threw out almost everyone. The girl disappeared. 


The concert started with no problems. 


Monica was sitting at the stage's wing and observing the mass of people who came that night to see the show. 
She told Richard everything that she heard from the groupies. He listened, but didn't worried too much. It was 
just another girl, he thought. But Monica was full of bad feelings. 


Between songs, Robert and Jimmy were coming to her for a sip of water or towel. That day was very hot, ad 
the evening wasn't much better, especially that the stage lamps wer shining bright and raising the 


temperaturP"™ on stage. 


- People, listen! - Robert shouted out in one moment to his microphone. - Tonight we have here our dear 
friend, a family to some of us even - he turned to Jimmy, who was wiping sweat from his forehead with a 


sleeve. - This little lady over here is doing great things for us. Give her some applause! 


By saying this Robert approached to Monica, took her by the hand and dragged her to the centre of the stage. 
She was resisting, but he didn't let her go. One hunded thousand audience willingly gave an applause, even bigger 
when also Jimmy approched to them and hugged both - Robert and Monica. She really wanted to flee from 
that, so she tried one more time to free herself from Robert's grip, but he didn't let her go. So she waved to 
a crowd and frowned. At he wing of the stage arose some confusion and she noticed that Cole was sprinting 
towards them. Robert hugged her one more time and kissed to the cheek, saying something more to the 
audience, but what was that, she didn't understand as she got a strong punch at the back of the head. She 
rose the hand up to touch that aching spot, she felt something wet under her fingertips and felt really weak. 


Robert busy with talking to the fans didn't notice that punch. The only thing he felt was Monica's wince and 
her body starting to slide down. He grabbed her stronger, but she was obviously slipping through his hands. At 
that moment a running Cole passed them by and jumped off the stage to the crowd. 


- What the fuck?! - Jimmy, just like the whole audience, heard Robert's juicy swear as he was still holding a 


mic. 


Then he dropped it to the floor with loud bang from the speakers and still holding Monica in his arms, he 


cautiously sat her down. 


She was sitting on the floor, a kind of surprised, with her hand on the neck Horrified Jimmy saw a trickle of 
blood running through her fingers. John Paul quickly approached them along with Bonzo. Two of the tech guys 


came too. 


Robert slowly moved her hand off of the wound and pulled her t-shirt and long hair as far from it as he 
could. He wasn't able to see if there was one or more wounds. Too many people were leaning over them, 
obscuring the light, too much blood was running. Something cracked under technician's shoe. It was a shattered 
wine bottle. 


The crowd as if silenced. People standing nearest to the stage were trying to hear anything from the 


discussion which was going and was transmitted through Robert's abandoned mic. 


Bonzo, who approached to the edge of the stage despite blinding lights noticed some rough moves between the 


audience. 


- Monica, dear, don't faint, help will be here soon.. Don't faint, baby, stay with me.. - Robert was talking to her 
still holding her tight. John Paul shouted to technicians to bring the paramedics as soon as possible. 


- Where is that motherfucker who threw that bottle at her? - growled Jimmy through clenched teeth, looking 
around with fury. 


- Cole got him already - said Bonzo who in the meantime came back to the rest of them. - | think you should 
to squeeze it somehow, to stop the bleeding - he added, advising Robert. 


Monica was balancing at the edge of conciousness. Only some words were coming to her clearly. 


Robert was holding her just like a breast feeding mother holds her child, supporting her neck and head on tilted 
arm. His hand was completely covered with her blood. As Bonzo told him, with much of hestitation at first, but 
finally firmly he squeezed the wound, trying to close it. Jimmy moaned loudly. 


- Jim if you are going to faint here, don't, or I'll follow you. - mumbled a very pale Robert - Where the fuck 
are those paramedics? His fingers couldn't hold her slippery skin together for long. 


- Leave it.. - quietly said Monica trying to move away his hand which caused her big pain, but she couldn't. 
Her head tilted to the side and she finally fainted. 


With help of John, Robert stood up, still holding her limp body in his arms an took her backstage where finally 


medical help arrived. 


Peter was not far away, they could hear his wild roars as he was yelling at someone. 


Jimmy was boiling with anger. 


- This is the end of this fucking concert. We're not going back. What the fuck is going on here? There is that 
bloody security? 


Robert, absentmindly wiped his bloodstained hand against his jeans. He felt sick, watching paramedics examine 
Monica. She was concious again, but very pale and shaky. Her t-shirt was red on her back and arm, as well as 


the part of her hair. 


Concert was cancelled, the band was transported to the hotel, Monica to the hospital. 
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- Kid, problems are chasing you, as far as | see - said Grant, waiting with Monica for her second x-rax in the 


span of two weeks.- Maybe you should go home? 


- | don't want to. It was an accident. 


- ANOTHER ACCIDENT. It gets more dangerous. 


- Please, Peter, allow me to stay.. 


- We'll see, The decision is Jimmy's. 


- Look at that this way - if not me, Robert would have a smashed face.. 


- Girl, you are not fucking Secret Service to protect the boys with your own body! We've got security for 
that. Only they weren't where they should have been. By the way, it was a girl. 


- A girl threw that bottle? 


- Yeah, the one that you've told Cole about. Groupies spotted her in the crowd and shown her to Cole. But it 
was too late, fucking bottle was in the air already. Anyway, Cole got her. 


- Did he beat her up? 


- Don't worry about this. Now, she's in police's hands. 


- Should | give you some loyalty card, miss? - they heard nice, male voice. That was a doctor. 


- I'd prefer it wouldn't be neccessary - said Grant, not amused. 


- | was told that Led Zeppelin equals troubles, but l'm seeing here only you, miss, not the musicians - doctor 
continued - | heard this time it was a bottle. Let's see what we have here.. 


At last, she got two stitches and was released with prescription painkillers and a good advice to stay out of 


more trouble. 


Traditionally, she laid down in Robert's room. They hugged. 


- Thank you that | can stay here, with you, again - she said. 


- You can sleep here every night, I'm serious. | think I'm developing some kind of paranoya. l'm afraid to let you 


go from my arms. 


He hugged her even tighter, put a cheek to her hair and after a while they both fell asleep. 


In front of the door of each band member's room there was a security guard standing. 
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Quite early in the morning, when they were still sleeping, Jimmy quietly entered Robert's room. 


He stood there for some time, looking at them, thinking. 


They were lying like a pair of lovers, so easily fitting one to the other. 


Jimmy wasn't blind nor stupid. Robert was jealous of Gillan. That date pissed him off seriously, even if he 
wanted to pretend that nothing happened. He was getting more and more interested with Monica. But how 
about Monica herself? Was that interest good for her? 


Robert was adored by women. He was a sexy guy, Jimmy knew it very well. He grew up to be an attractive, 
inteligent, talkative, confident man. Jimmy couldn't count those occasions when girls were trying to convice both 
of them to touch one the other or at least kiss as they were eager to see it or even join them. Jimmy was 
not commenting those demands, Robert was only smiling mysteriously, coqueting them in his own way. He was 
doing that all the time - coqueting both men and women. It was a part of his play with fans and he was doing 
it perfectly. 


Jimmy never was into men, neither Robert, but he recalled some small ménage a trois or even a quatre with 


Robert in Zeppelins early years. They weren't doing that now. They were minding their own businesses in 


„those things”. But then, in the past, it was fun to watch Robert's slender body while he was fucking all those 


girls. He was always very polite to them, but also merciless with that huge dick of his. Girls were moaning, 


screaming and crying out of pleasure, begging for more. And Robert was giving that to them, easily. 


And now, he was giving so tender care to Monica. That was incredible to watch. Jimmy really thought that 
they could be a good match. Despite of age gap. They did it already, anyway. He knew about it perfectly well 


Was she moaning and begging for more like the other girls? 


He was not going to give Robert an official green light to do it with Monica. Jimmy thought that his mate 
should make some efford to gain that privilege. And so far he was doing pretty good, in Jimmy's opinion 


- But time will show.. - he mumbled to himself, leaving Robert's room. 
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After next two weeks and few more concerts Monica came back home with fresh scar in the back of her neck 
and so tired that she slept by the greater part of the next twenty four hours. She had no clue how they 


were capable to live their lives in that crazy pace and not gone nuts. 


Part Fifteen - An atom bomb and the plaster problems 


In August Monica was already living in her own flat. 


One day she whent to her parents' house for dinner. Everything was nice, until her mother between soup and 


the second course dropped an atom bomb on Monica's head. 
- Oh, did hear about that boy from Jim's band? He had an accident in Greece. 
- Which boy? - Monica didn't understand from the beggining, as she would never call any of Led Zepps a sboy". 


- That one who sings, Robert. They say that he's very badly hurt. But fortunately Jim wasn't hurt, he even 
wasn't there. Your father an | talked to uncle James and he assured us that also Scarlett is ok. She was in 


that car which crashed, poor thing. 
Monica couldn't move nor speak 


„Badly hurt", „car which crashed" - those two things were spinning around her head. She felt that she might 


faint in any minute. 
- l'Il be back in a minute - she mumbled and walked away from the table. 


Outside she found cigaretts in the pocket and lit one. She came back to the house when her hands stopped to 
shake. 


- Why did you left so abruptly? 
- l'm sorry, | got nervous. What else do you know about that accident? 


- Not much. Jim, Charlotte and Scarlett went to Greece with that boy, Robert, and his family. The car with 
the Plants and Scarlett, which Maureen Plant was driving, skidded and spun off the road, nose-diving over a 


precipice and into a tree. And now both of them are in the very bad shape. 


- And what about the kids? 


- Thank god, ony bruises and scratches, only the little girl of the Plants has a broken arm, | guess. 


- Where is Jimmy now? 


- In Greece, of course. With all of them. 


Monica never could recall the rest of that dinner. She could only think about that what happened. 


Of course, she felt sorry for Maureen, she was glad that children came out of it relatively ok, but she was 


scared to death for Robert. 


Later in the evening she called to Bonzo. Patti answered after fourth try. 


- They are alive, calm down - she said - Maureen almost died, they must transport her to England. But 
Robert and the others can't come back, tax issues. 


- How is Robert? - Monica's voice was shaky, balancing at the edge of crying. 


- Broken leg and arm, but he'll be fine. It needs time. He won't be able to walk The rest of the tour is 


cancelled. That's all | know for now. 


- He won't be able to walk? Never?? 


- No, of course not, you silly. Just for some time. He's packed in plaster. Come on.. Don't cry. Call me 


tomorrow, maybe lIl have some news. 


- Thank you, Pat. 


- Have a drink, kid. And don't despare, it will be ok Eventually... 


That night Monica got drunk alone and was crying her heart out. She felt so horribly lonely. There was no one 


who she could cry out her pain and love for Robert to. 


eR 


It was decided that Maureen will be treated in England, but Robert was transported to Jersey Island. 


He was going to stay in the house of one of the most prominent British lawyers and millionaire, Dick Christian. 


He was suffering physically, forced to use the help of his assistant and Cole even with everyday hygiene 
routine. But he was also suffering mentally. He was missing his children and Maureen, who literally died for a 


few minutes in that greek hospital. What was biting him also, was the reason of the crash. 


Maureen and him were arguing during the ride. It started innocently, but soon became a fierce argument. She 
was complaining about Robert's disloyalty, about his constant absence in the house when he was needed and 
about the band which was always at the first place for him. She said that she was sick of watching his 
pictures with random girls in the newspapers. He was trying to calm her down, but to no avail. She distracted 


and caused the crash. 


Robert still could hear loud screaming of the children in the back and dead silence after the car finally stopped. 
In the nights he was seeing Maureen covered in blood, stuck behind the wheel. Then he was sure that when he 
landed on top of her, which impact broke his bones, he killed his wife. 


He couldn't be with her. He couldn't help much neither. He, himself, needed a help even with wiping his ass, 
which was embarassing. After some time, thankfully, he figured out how to do it by himself and sent an 
assistant and Cole back home and moved into the main house from the garden house where they stayed at 
the beginning. 


He and his host even befriended. 


One day, a telephone rang. It was Cole with the news that Robert was going to have a guest. That made Robert 
happy, because he was a little bit bored already, spending his time on playing snooker and drinking beer. 


The guest appeared two days later. Robert was informed that Miss Page came to visit him. He couldn't believe 


it. 


She stood at the door with huge buquet of flowers and a shy smile which disappeared when she saw how bad 
he looked. 


- Oh my god, Robert.. - she whispered and hugged him. He hissed when his arm hurt 

- Im sorryll - she jumped back 

- | didnt expect you here, good morning, dear. 

- Good morning. Gosh, I'm so clumsy! | brought you flowers. | needed to see you, aren't you mad? 
- How could |? Thank you for the flowers, it's nice of you. 

- | have this too - she showed him a four-pack of beer, hidden behind the flowers. 

- Great! It's getting even better! 


- How are you feeling? How are you coping with all of this? 


He told her everything. She cried. 


- | thought that you are dead. Or you will be dead soon. | couldn't stand it. But you are alive.. All of you, what 


a relief.. | wanted to come earlier, but it took me some time to find out where you are and organize the trip. 


- The most important thing is that you are here. | feel better since | saw you. What a pleasure to look at 


your pretty face! 


- Oh, I'm sure there are nurses coming to you, don't exaggerate. 


- True. And the youngest is like fifty years old. But | think I'm starting to like her! - he laughed - I'm here 


alone too long. Will you stay for the whole weekend? 


- That is the plan. Richard booked hotel for me, quite near. If your host is ok with it, I'll spend two days with 
you. 


- | think that he will be glad to have you here. You don't need to stay in the hotel. 


- No, it's not neccesary. Why cause rumours? 


He agreed. 


They ate dinner and later supper together, chit-chatting. That meeting helped Robert to forget about his dark 
thoughts. She was like a beam of sun from behind the dark clouds. 


When the night came in, she hugged him cautiously and promised to come back early in the morning next day. 


The next day was difficult for Robert. He felt awful. The weather was changing which he could feel painfully in 
his broken bones. He was looking for help in the prescription drugs which he had plenty. Monica realized at once 
what's going on. She got worried. 


- You know, | was thinking.. Maybe a bath will relax you? 


- Bath? In all that plaster? 


- Not literally a bath. More like.. let's say..a hygenic session with massage. What would you say? 


Robert didn't seem to be convinced, but at last he agreed. 


Monica knew how proud he was of his hair, but then they didn't look impressive. So she went to the bathroom 
and looked around. After a while she brought there a chair from the room and placed it with back by the sink 
She helped Robert to sit down on it and opened the dressing gown on his chest. One towel landed on his arms 
and back, the other one, rolled, under his neck, to make him comfortable and support his head leaned on the 


edge of the sink. 


When Monica started to wash his hair, Robert closed his eyes. Her fingers were massaging him in a strange 
way, simultaniously on both sides, circling. His tension disappeared somehow. She knew what she was doing. She 


learnt it during one of the girls‘ beauty nights with her friends long time ago. 


Robert experienced such a treatment for the first time in his life. He was even sorry when she started to 


wash the shampoo away, but thankfully there was another round going. 


Later, when she already wrapped his hair in towel, she took his dressing gown off completely Only his 
underpants left, but she helped him to get rid of them too. 


He was helpless, but let her doing her things with confidence. 


Monica covered his plastered leg with dry towel in order to not wet it and soaped the sporge. Slowly and 
thoroughly she washed his entire body. He was enjoying her cautious moves and warm water. The only thing 
that she allowed him to do by himself, was washing his genitals. She didn't even know how to do it properly. 


Robert haven't felt so clean since a long time. Of course, the nurses were washing him, but those were quick, 
mechanic actions, while Monica was doing this with care. He could feel that. 


When he was already washed, she wiped him. Also this action was slow. She was delecting herself with the 
sight of Robert's lean naked body, which she missed so much. When she came down to his groins, he felt an 


erection waking up. 


Monica unwrapped Robert's hair and found a comb. She was surprised by the lenght of his hair while they 


were wet and not curly. Trying hard to not pull them too much, she combed him. 


- | wish | had your hair - she spoke quietly the first sentence after a long while of silence, while running her 


fingers through his hair. They were much more thick than her own. 


Robert was struggling. He found arousing when somebody was playing with his hair, he couldn't help it. Such a 


small qui rk. 


Monica still stood behind his back. She took some body balm and started to massage his shoulders, sometimes 
reaching to the front, to his chest. Looking at him from above his head, she saw pretty clearly what was going 
on with him. She didn't mean to do that. She still thought that if they were going to stay friends, they should 


renounce such temptations. 


However, she took the dry towel from his plastered leg, threw it on the completely wet floor and knelt in front 
of Robert. She took to the hand his completely erected penis and cautiously slipped it into her mouth. 


Robert felt like electrocuted. He moaned quietly and inhaled deeply. He was thirsty for closeness. He really 
wanted to respect her will and was trying to not think about her this way, to not touch her when they had a 


chance to meet recently, in the States. But now, she came to him by herself. 


Her hot lips were going up and down with slow pace. She remembered all the lessons he gave her in the past. 
Her tongue was circling around his dick, she was sucking him exactly that hard as he liked the best. She 


somehow sensed when he wanted her to speed up. Robert knew that it won't last long. 


Being unable to bend over and reach her breasts, he imagined their touch, the softness of her skin, those little 
hard nipples. Another moan came out of his throat. She sucked a little bit harder, reminding him how tight was 


her pussy. 


An orgasm came abruptly. He exploded in her mouth. She swallowed part of the semen, but let the rest to 


flow on his abdomen. 


Robert felt woozy. He was still weak and all of that exhaused him more that he could expect. He was breathing 


heavily for a while. She kissed him. 


- Thank you.. - he whispered - That was amazing. 


He let her to clean the mess that he made. He had no idea how he earned all that tenderness and care that 


she was showing towards him. Monica helped him to dress again and sit down in his wheel chair. 


- Now, you need to get well soon. All will be ok, you'll see. 


He really wanted to believe her. 


Part Sixteen - Im a big guy 


After six weeks of doing nothing on Jersey, Robert decided that the best remedy for his illness was workHe 
was learning to walk again, but for the most of the time he had to relay on his wheel chair. 


In the States, Robert and Jimmy rented a house by the ocean and started to work on the new album. 
Atmosphere over there was strange. Lots of strange people were around them. Jimmy was plunged in his drug 


addition, which also touched Robert to some extend. They had parties fueled by alcohol, coke and heroin 


Robert sang the whole album sitting on his wheel chair to his frustration No one was thinking about the next 
tour. Robert wouldn't be able to meet the challenge. 


Monica was studying in London, meeting new people, befriended with them and had no regrets. 


The History of Art studies were time consuming, but fascinating. She didn't have to go to work. Her parents 
decided to supply her with money during that first year. 


When she wasn't studying, she was exercising her guitar play, but the most of all, she was writing. 


It was her old hobby - to write down little stories that she was making up since she was a kid. In the past she 
didn't share them with others, but at the university she found a group of people whom she could trust and 
she showed them some of the stories that she wrote. It was one of her closest friends, who convinced Monica 


to send one of the stories to the contest organized by university. 
So, Monica signed her story with her mother's maiden name, to keep her privacy and sent it. 


To her great surprise, she won the second place. Her story, along with the first and the third place ones was 


published by university library. Her friends were encouraging her to write more. 


Monica loved an art, but also a history. She started to write a novel about Middle Ages, when Britain was 
invaded by Vikings. She wasn't in hurry. She was doing that mostly to find if she could do it. She spent lots of 


time in library, looking for informations, and working on historical details. 


One late night, when she was about to go to sleep, her door bell rang. She dint expect anyone that late, so she 
didn't even plan to open the door. In the naighbourhood there were lots of students renting rooms or flats and 
it wouldn't be the first time when somebody pushed the wrong button. But the door bell resounded once again, 
so she eventually went to check that out. 


- Robert? What are you doing here? 


Yes, that was Robert, out of the blue on her threshhold. 


- | was around and | thought that | may see your apartment at last. 


- But now? - she was really surprised. - You could've called me first. 


- | would have, but you never gave me your number. 


He was right. Since she was living there, they've seen each other only once, on Jersey. 


- Well, come in - she opened the door wider. - Let's drink tea. | have nothing more here. 


She noticed that Robert was leaning on the cane. 


- Looks like you are getting better. I'm very happy about it. 


- Yes, it is better. Usually | don't even need this - he pointed at the cane - I'm taking this with me only when 
l'm planning to walk longer. And today | had a meeting with old friends, quite near from here, so | decided to 
come by at your place. But | don't want to disturb you. If | am, just tell me, I'll come the other time. 


- No, you are not disturbing me. | was planning to go to sleep, but its great that you are here. | was 


wondering how are you doing. | got your new album. H's amazing. 


Robert shrugged. 


- That was a very peculiar time, believe me.. It's not good to sing while sitting. You can hear the difference in 


my voice on that album. 


He looked around. 


- It's a very nice place, Mon. Very cosy. 


- It can't be other way as it is so small. My bedroom is even smaller. Actually there is only a bed in there. 


- What else do you need in the bedroom? 


- Well, a closet perhaps? | still keep most of my clothes at parents' house, because | don't have enough a 


space here. 


- Oh yeah, that can be difficult, | understand. So why don't you look for something bigger? 


- Because | can't afford it, Robert! - she laughed. - I'm not earning, my parents are paying for this palace. I'm 
planning to start some job with next academic year, but in the meantime, I'm staying here. Anyway, for one 


person it's enough. 


Robert noticed that Monica is yawning, so he finished his tea and stood up. 


- IIl be going. Go to sleep, student. It was bloody good to see you. 


- Where did you stay? 


- Nowhere. l'll find some hotel. 


She was thinking for the moment. 


- If you like, you can stay here for the night. I'll prepare a couch for you. 


- No, there's no need, darling, thank you. Don't worry about me, I'm a big guy - he blinked at her. 


- Yes, | know.. - that unwittingly sounded ambiguously and she blushed immediately. 


Robert smiled. She was blushing from time to time because of trivial things like this, but was also capable of 


giving him a sensational blow job without hesitation She never stopped to amaze him. 


Thinking about this and that, he moved to look for taxi. 


eR 


He came back after few weeks and immediately seemed odd to her. 


- Are you drunk? - she asked. 


- I'm afraid | am. Very drunk 


- Oh, and you thought that it is a great idea to drop by? 


- | wanted to ask how are you doing.. 


- We've seen each other not a long time ago. Not to mention that you already got my telephone number.. 


He approached very closely to her 


- | had to see you. - He wanted to embrace her, but she stepped back. 


- Sit down. I'll make you a coffee. 


- | don't want a coffee. 


- So, what do you want? Tea? Juice? 


- You. 


- Come on, Robert, stop it. 


- | can't. I'm still thinking of you. | don't care of what the others think. Jimmy, or whoever. I'm fed up with 
hiding this, Mon. 


- Its not about Jimmy, Robert. It's about your wife. 


- What? 


- Maureen, do you remember? Your wife. The one who almost died a few months ago. 


- Monica, | want you. | want to marry you. 


- You are married already! What are you gibbering about? 


He ruffled his hair. 


- | don't know. I'm sorry. | think I'm going crazy. Everything around.. it's a madness. | feel that all of it is 
heading in the wrong direction 


- What do you mean? 


- Everything. Everything is not ok That accident, the album.. 


He put out a little paper bag from his trousers, poured some white powder on the back of his hand and 


snorted. 


- If you will do it in my house ever again, | will never let you in Never! - she said with an ice cold voice. - 


Don't put out that shit in here. 


- Im sorry, forgive me, please.. 


- You are sleeping on the couch. Move over, I'll prepare the bed. 


- | want to sleep with you tonight. Will you show me your bedroom? 


- No. We had an agreement, Robert. You will sleep it over and maybe tomorrow you will talk with more sense. 


She waited as Robert fell asleep. When his breath was deep and steady, she sat down at the edge of the bed 
and ran her fingers through his hair. When he was sleeping, his features softened and he was looking like a 


twenty years old again. 


Monica wanted to know what was biting him for real. 


She sat down at the desk aside the couch and started to write another part of her novel. 


Part Seventeen - Tuning an instrument 


One evening some time later, Monica was preparing herself for a barhopping with her friends. 


Recently she bought a pair of very nice, leather trousers and that particular evening seemed to her to be 
perfect for their debiut. Red blouse was only adding her a diabolic charm. She put her Art Nouveau necklace. 


A makeup, few drops of perfume and she could conquer the whole world. 


When the bell at her door rang, she went to open being sure that there were her friends. But there was 
Robert. 


She briefly noticed that was wearing almost the same trousers as hers, which amused her a bit, on a 


contrary to his presence. 


- Hi, what are you doing here? 


There were some weeks since his last visit, but he was calling her from time to time. Not always completely 
sober, as she thought. He was always calling from Bonzo's house. She was worrying that he drank so much. So, 


when he appeared, she took closer look at him. He looked normal, though. 


- We had a business meeting at Swan Song's office, May | come in? Please. 


He handed her flowers. 


- I'm afraid that | made a poor impresion on you recently. I'd like to change it, if it's possible. Would you like to 


eat dinner with me? 


- Robert.. - Monica started. 


- Just as a pair of friends, please. 


Monica sighed. She put the flower into the beer glass. 


- You don't understand. Generally, I'd have a dinner with you with pleasure, especially that you are sober, but 
not today. l'm going out with my friends tonight. You can't dropping by just like that at any time you get that 
idea. Call me first. I'm trying with all my might to be only friends with you. I'm not too succesful in that, | 
must say. | still care about you a lot, but Im trying to live on. Do you understand? 


Robert was watching her with inscrutable face expression. 


- You always wanted me to be honest with you, no matter what was in my mind or heart. I'm trying, Robert. 


lm trying to put into words all those things that | have in my mind. But it's so bloody hard.. 


- Try, please. 


- Shit.. - she hid her face in her hands for a moment. - | don't even know where to start! | love spending time 
with you. | can talk with you about everything, about things that | can't and never could share with anyone 
else. You are not judging me. Its you who | could tell that if | would like to leave university and do something 
else in my life. It would be only you, because | know that you would understand. You never mocked me, nor 
treated as a stupid kid. Thank you for that. But all those things that happened between you and me.. That 
caused that now | think about you in a different way, | care about you, I've told you this many times before. 
And its fucking hard. | want to see you as often as it is possible and at the same time | know that | can't. | 
shouldn't. That hurts many people around us. You say that you understand, but you are still entering my my 
life out of the blue, drunk or high, l'm not even sure. This is killing me. | see that something's wrong with you 


and I'm worrying. Jimmy is going downhill, I've seen him recently. | don't want him to drag you with him. Snap 


out of it 


Robert was sitting without a word, watching Monica marching back and forth in the room and spitting out all 
those words. 


- | want to help you, but | have no idea how, especially when | don't have you by my side. And when you are 
already here, | can't think reasonably. You are doing such things with me that I'm not me anymore! And at the 


same time | can be me only with youl Do you understand what l'm talking about? 


- Better than you think - he said and reached out his hand to her. 


She let him to draw her towards him and sat down on his lap. He embraced her waist and looked straight into 
her eyes. 


- | can't solve this dillema myself neither, Mon.. 


Their lips came closer, but next door bell resouned. Monica got up. 


- Wait, I'll be back soon - she said. 


- WOW! - her best friend, Jill, exclaimed looking at Monica. - Girl, you look like a million bucks. Ready to 


ramble? 


Monica smoothed her ruffled hair. 


- Listen.. | think I'm not going... I'm not in the mood.. 


- You must be kidding! - said her friend's male companion. 


- I'm not accepting your explanation - said Sandy, the other friend of Monica. - We were planning this evening 
for weeks. You are shining, my dear, let's not waste it! 


- Im sorry, | really am, but | can't. | have a quest and | must stay home. I'll go with you the other time, | 


promise. 


Robert heard all of that conversation. He sighed, put his leather jacket on and headed towards the door. 


When he stopped behind Monica, the eyes of her friends became very big. They silenced, staring at that tall, 


handsome man, who hugged Monica and shortly kissed her on her temple. 


- Don't stay. Go and have fun. You all have fun and watch her - he said addressing to Monica's friends. 


He sent them a lopsided smile and went down the stairs, heading to silver Jaguar. 


- Who.. who was that? - choked out Sandy. 


- A friend of mine - replied Monica absentmindedly. 


- You have quite a friends, my dear - said Simon, another close friend of Monica. 


- |t was bloody Robert Plant! Are you all blind? 


- Well, sweetie, someone has some things to tell us about! It will be an excited story, | believe! 


- And we all thought that you are not interested in THOSE things! 


Her friends were shouting one over the other, very excited. 


- Was that a real Robert Plant? 


- Sandy, do you still have any doubts? You are listening all his records and staring at all his photos in 


newspapers and you are still not sure? 


- My god, he's so tall | never thought that he's such a big guy! 


- And those hair! | swear, I'd kill to have only a half of them on my head. 


- Monica, how could you hide him from us? 


Eventually they all looked at Monica. 


- Monica Page.. - said Brian slowly, thinking about something. - Is it me, or this surname really isn't just a 


coincidence? 


- Mon, do you have anything in common with Jimmy Page? - Jill was barely breathing waiting for response. 


- Yes. My grandparents.. - Monica was abashed. 


- Jesus.. Why you didn't tell us? 


„That's exactly why" Monica thought. She never told them about her kinship with the guitarist of the hottest 


band of recent years, to avoid situations like that one. 


- | didn't know that it would be so important for you - she said quietly - | wanted you to like me because of 


me, not because of Jim. 


Jill hugged her close. 


- You silly, silly girl. We love you no matter with whom you share your grandparents. Come on, people, leave 
her alone now. And you, get your things together, we are going out tonight. Your guest just left, you are all 


ours. 


The rest of friends agreed with Jill, coming to their senses after that unexpected discovery. 


They went to bar and ordered beers. 


Monica was turbulated by the thought if all those things that she said to Robert caused him flee from her or 
he just simply didn't want to disturb her plans with friends. She couldn't decide. 


She even wasn't able to recall all those words and was afraid that it was just a whole lot of nonsense, despite 


Robert said that he understood her. 


Jill gave her another beer. 


- Are you ok, honey? You are not too talkative.. 


- | don't know, being honest. 


- So drink some more, you'll feel better. 


- I've got something better for a good mood - Simon leant to them, showing what was in his pocket. 


- But we must go outside with it. 


» What the hell", Monica thought to herself. 


At the back of the pub they smoked a huge spliff. When they came back and sit down again, Monica felt bliss. 


She was listening to the cover band, murdering rock standards in the corner of the pub. 


- How's your writing going, Monica? - one of the friends asked. 


She gulped a big sip of beer. 


- Not bad, | must say. | finished. Now l'm reading it from the beginning, trying to find mistakes. 


- That is amazing! You are quick! 


- Can we read it? 


She laughed for the first time that night. 


- Yes, you can. As soon as | finish corrections. You'll be my critics. But you must know that is a historic novel. 


- Oh noooo... - Sandy winced a bit. 


- | will read it with pleasure. | love history! - Brian was truly excited. 


- No problem, you'll be the first reader. Is it only me who is annoyed by that fella with the guitar? - she 
asked looking intensely at the big guy playing a bleak solo. 


- Actually, he's quite sexy - said Jill and sent a broad smile to the guitarist. 


-Cool down - Monica gave her a nudge - He will kill this guitar soon. He didn't even tune it properly. 


- It doesn't matter. Look at his chest! If he put that damn guitar aside | could take look at his package - Jill 
was giggling. 


- You are incredible, really. 


- Why? I'll buy him a beer. I'm in the mood for fun tonight! 


But it was Monica who bought a beer and took it with her to the band. She waited until they made a break for 
a cigarette and tapped the guitar guy on the back. When he turned around and sized her with interest, she 
gave him a beer and leant to his ear. Then she pointed out at Jill, who was observing them from the distance. 
The guy smiled, sipped some beer and still listened to Monica At some point he nodded his head in disagree, 
but she was still talking. At last he laughed aloud and said „OK". His band mates also bursted out laughing. 


- What is she doing over there? - asked Sandy. 


And Monica sat down at the edge of drum kit platform and took the guitar. 


- She came to tune his instrument - said Brian. 


Monica bowed her head low and was strumming something, manipulating with tuning pegs. When she finished, 


she noded at the guitarist, showing him their table. The guy grinned and walked slowly towards her friends. 


- Hi. Thank you for beer. Your friend told me that you like our band. Are you coming here often? - he spoke 
to perified Jill. 


- Nnnoooo - she ran out of the words - But | like you.. | mean your band. Actually, it's the second time when. 


She didn't finish, because they heard a drummer counting, followed by strong hit to the drums. And just after 
that a guitar started to play. Loud and clear. Most of the heads in the pub turned around towards scene. 


- What the hell.. - guitarists jaw dropped down. - Fuck me.. - he said watching that petite girl in leather 
trousers starting to play Zeppelins Good Times Bad Times. 


Her long, dark hair hid her face, when she bowed her head over the guitar. Vocalist of the band, who was a 
quite good one exchanged a knowing look with the bassist. 


- Yeah, go for it, Monl! - Monica's friends jumped up on their seats, couldn't believe what they were seeing. 


Monica was drifting away. Weed that she smoked and beer killed all her doubts and hestitation She didn't pay 
attention to the poeple in the pub. She just played as her soul was telling her to play. Her fingers knew what to 
do and were doing that good. It wasn't an ideal performance, but the way better than this what was presented 
by band's original guitarist. 


Yellow Gibson Les Paul was heavily resting on her arm. 


When they finished, a volley of applause bursted out. Some people demanded an encore. 


- Do you know „Tea for one"? - Monica asked the other musicians, wiping sweat from her forehead. 


They did. So beautiful, a little sad, bluesy melody filled the air. 


- Where did she come from? Who the hell is she? - asked completely shocked guitarist. 


- Well, that is, my friend, a future art historian - Brian smiled to him. - A damn shy and uptight person 


Part Eighteen - Are we fancy some champagne? 


New American tour started in April (977. 


Monica was preparing herself to the exams at the end of first year, working hard. 


- Hey, Page, may | drop by? - her friend Brian was calling her. 


Monica looked around in her living room. There were books and notes everywhere, not to mention empty 


glasses and plates. 

- I'm cramming for exams, Bri, | don't have much time.. 

- | have something for you, l'm sure you will be happy. 

- And it can't wait, | guess? 

- Absolutely not. | can't wait to give it to you. 

- Jeeez, ok, drop by, but I'm warning you, | have terrible mess here. 


- | don't care. I'll be in an hour. 


Monica sighed. She knew that that day will be no more studying. She stood up and started to clean that mess 
just a bit. 


Brian was punctual. He handed her a bottle of champagne instead of „hello". 


- What's this? - Monica raised her eyebrows - Weekend is far away. 


- Just sit and relax, come on! 


- | can't relax just like that, on your beck and call - she said, sitting down on the couch. 


Grinning, Brian put out an envelope from his pocket and gave it to her. 


- Open it. - he demanded. 


There was a cheque inside. Monica looked at that at first indifferently, but then she noticed that there was 


her own name on it. Right next to quite nice sum of money. 


- What.. what is this? 


- Those are money that you just earned, Mon! 


- But for what!? | don't understand! 


- My uncle has his own publishing house. Maybe not the biggest one, but still.. So, | gave him a copy of your 
book. He wants to publish it! Isn't it wonderful? 


Monica was looking at Brian, then on the cheque, then on Brian again, still didn’t understand clearly what her 
friend was talking about. 


- Brian, if this is some kind of joke, then it's a weak one. 


- It is true! Aren't you happy? 


In response Monica squeaked with joy and threw herself on Brian's neck. 


- So, if you are fine with the sum, my uncle will sign contract with you tomorrow. 


- |f I'm fine with the sum? It's a lot of money! 


Brian laughed. 


- Yeah, right. It's what you think. You will earn real money when the book starts to sell. You'll get the nice 


percentage from the sale. 


- More moneyl?? 


- Jesus, | though that having a cousin in show business taught you something about it. 


- Brian, do | look like his bloody accountant? 


- Šo, are we fancy some champaign? 


A day after her exams, Monica received two parcels. 


One of them was a carton box with first twenty copies of her book. Only for her. She could give it to her 
friends or family. She still wasn't sure if that wasn't a dream, while she was leafing through the book On the 
cover there was her pen name. Monica took out four copies from the box and signed each of them. One for 


her each of her friends: Jill, Sandy, Simon, and Brian, of course. 


That night they were going to celebrate her success. The first success of hers, as they told her. 


A couple of hours after the first parcel's arrival, a pimpy young man in t-shirt with Swan Song logo stood at 


her threshold. 


- Are you Monica Page, miss? - he asked, looking at her with interest. 


- | am. 


- | have something for you, miss. - he handed her an anvelope. 


- From whom is this? 


- From Robert Plant, miss - the boy grinned widely. 


- Oh, ok, thank you. - she put out some change from her pocket and gave it to the boy. 


It was a ticket for the plane to the States, with her name on it. Small, attached sheet of paper said: „Will you 
join? R" 


The date of departure told her that she got a week to pack. 


She landed in California on 26th of June, the day of next in line concert in Inglewood. Again, Cole was waiting for 


her. 


- It looks like it's a tradition already. - he greeted her with hug. 


- Did you miss me, Richard? 


- Well, 'm not sure. You look still more and more like a troublemaker - he said sizing her up. He would swear 
that her tits grew a bit since the last time. - So, how old are you now, child? Sixteen? 


- Almost twenty! 


- Oh, yeah, troubles! - he grinned. - Come on, hurry up, we need To go. 


- OK, what's going on? 


- | need to wake Jimmy up and find John Paul. We have a concert today. 


Monica looked at the watch. It was almost 3 pm. 


- Jimmy's still sleeping? 


- Lots of things are going on, Mon - he said, took her suitcase from the tape and grabbed her hand, pulling 
her towards the car. She barely caught up. 


In the hotel, Cole gave her a key to the room and walked her to the door. 


- | ordered you dinner, they will bring it here in a minute. Take a rest, take a bath or whatever you need and 


at Tpm. sharp you must be at the parking lot, by the car. If you'll be late, you'll stay at the hotel. 


And he left her alone. 


„What is going on here?" Monica thought to herself. She hoped to see Jimmy, Robert.. all of them, but in the 


meantime she found herself in an empty hotel room. 


She started to unpack the suitcase, ate dinner watching local news in TV and took a long shower and prepared 
clothes for the concert. At a quarter to seven she was in the lobby and asked where the Zeppelin cars were 
parked. 


- This way, miss - a hotel boy showed her the way. 


Richard was already there and sat her down in one of the cars. After fifteen minutes of fruitless waiting, she 
got off and lit a cigarette. She almost dropped it when she spotted one of the bodyguards leading Jimmy, 
holding him under an arm. Her cousin looked like he wasn't able to walk by himself. He was led to her car, so 


she got in again. 


- Jimmy! Are you ok? - she asked concerned. 


Doors went open again and Robert with Bonzo got in. Cole sat himself on a front seat and said to the driver to 
go. 


- Monica, you're here! - Robert smiled, seeing her. 


- Yes, l'm here, but it's something wrong with Jimmy! He's barely concious! 


Cole turned his head to them. 


- He will be fine in minutes, calm down. He didn't sleep well. 


Robert shrugged. 


- I'm sorry that | didn't come to say hello to you, Mon, but | had no time. Did Richard take care of you? 


- Yeah, he did.. - she was looking from time to time at Jimmy, who seemed to fell in some kind of lethargy. 


- Hey, Jimbo! - Bonzo patted Jimmy's thigh. - Look who's here! 


Jimmy lazyly opened his eyes and grinned with strange smile. 


- Its wonderful to see you.. - he said slowly and turned his head to Cole, mumbling something to his ear. 
Richard gave him something, which Jimmy took to the mouth and drank a sip of water. 


Monica was looking at that horrified, not even listening to Robert and John's conversation. 


Just minutes before the car stopped, Jimmy regain his vigor. 


- Its good that Robert sent you an invitation, Monica | hope that you will have fun. You are such a sweet girl. 


| missed you. 


She felt awkward, but the touch of Robert's hand soothed her for a while. 


- When we get there, you'll come with us. Richard, keep an eye on her. 


- | must keep an eye on your asses - Cole growled. 


- Her ass is as valuable for you, Cole, as ours, if you don't want to go back home tomorrow morning. - said 


Ji mmy very clearly. 


- Yes, boss - the road manager mumbled under his nose, getting off the the car and opening the door for 


Jimmy. 


- | swear, one day I'll knock his teeth out. He's getting on my nerves recently - said Robert. 


When they were going on stage, Robert stopped for a while at Monica's side, who was supposed to stay at the 
stage's wing and kissed her straight on her mouth. 


- Tonight I'll be singing only for you - he said. 


- Move your ass, loverboy - Bonzo fetched Robert a blow to the butt with his drumsticks. 


She was again blown away by the power of Led Zeppelin's show. Robert was more static on stage, he stil 
needed to be careful with his leg, even it was two years since the accident. Musicians were brilliant. No one 
could tell that Jimmy wasn't in shape just an hour ago. John Paul's bass and melotrone were perfect as 


always, Bonzo's drumming was like bombarding. 


Robert announced sKashmir", the song which he knew that it was her favourite one. 


- This is a song for a special person, a friend of mine. Thank you that you are here, with us tonight. 


She felt very special. 


And again, she was led to the car before the concerts end. Sprint to the hotel and finally the silence humming 
in her ears after decibels’ attack. 


It was almost midnight, when she finally got into bed. She just closed her eyes, when someone knocked at her 


door. She sighed deeply, but got up to open. She knew that is was Robert, but was too tired for night talks. 


He had to take a shower shorty before, because his hair were still wet and combed to the back. 


- | just wanted to ask if there's anything you need and say good night to you. 


- All | need is sleep, I'm exhausted. 


- Ok, so have a good sleep. 


- You too, Robert. Thank you for the ticket. It means a lot for me. And thank you for „Kashmir". This whole 


concert tonight.. 


- .. was for you. Don't thank me, babe. 


He touched her nose with his finger and went to his room. She threw herself on bed and fell asleep in a 
minute. 


They met next day in the restaurant, just before the noon, only two of them. Bonzo and Jimmy were stil 


sleeping, Jonesy woke up earlier and disappeared somewhere. 


- What's your itinerary now? - she asked. 


- There are two more concerts here, then we have a longer break, until [Ith of July. After that we play in 
Washington, Seattle and Tampa, Arizona. And we'are going back to California. It's going to be New Orleans after 
that, Chicago, Pittsburgh and Philadelfia, if | didn't miss something. We'll be home in the middle of August. 


- Killing tour.. 


- Just like all of them. | think I'm getting too old for that. 


- Its hard to say about a chap before his thirty that he's old.. 


- Sometimes | do feel old. You know, it's not anymore that fun as it used to be. 


- The music? 


- No, not the music. That didn't change. But those tours.. I'm still waking up in a different hotel, alone. There 
are days when l'm opening my eyes not knowing where | am, which city it is. We don't spend time togother 
anymore, you know? After the concert each of us is going to sleep. We sleep long, mostly, we eat and there's 


another concert or another city to go. | barely can recall that just a few years ago | was dreaming about the 


life like this. 


He fell silent and started to eat. Monica didn't find words to respond. She had no idea about all those things he 
told her. She was accompanying them only from time to time, only recently and only for a relatively short 
time. But this time, after just one day she sensed that things had changed somehow. The athmosphere was 
different. The most probably it was caused by the drugs, but she thought it wasn't all. 


- Monica, how long you can stay? Do you have any urgent businesses in London? 


She was thinking for a while. Actually, there was nothing that demanded her fast come back. 


- Maybe you would stay until the end of the tour? What you think? 


- Would you like me to stay? 


- | would. | need a friendly face and somebody normal by my side. Would you like to do it for me? 


- I'll stay, then. - she smiled at him. - But you need to promise me something. 


- What is that? 


- When that break starts? A day after tomorrow, right? 


- Right. Tomorrow is the last concert. 


- OK, soa day after tomorrow we will detach ourselves from this madness and hide somewhere. You need to 


rest properly. 


- | like the idea. Where would you like to go? 


- For me it doesn't matter. You choose. 


Part Nineteen - Seclusion 


Robert made some arrangements, because when they met at the breakfast in the morning after the last 


concert, Monica didn't notice any of the crew members around. 
- Where are they all? 


- They left in the night. We are also leaving, but first we will have a breakfast. We will pack our stuff to the 
car and head to the place that a good old friend of mine offered us. 


- Just two of us? 

- Us and him - Robert nodded towards a man sitting a few tables away and having his breakfast too. 
- Who it it? 

- A security guy. Peter didn't want us to be left without security. You remember the threats.. 
Monica absentmindedly touched her scar on the neck. 

- Don't worry, he's a pro, we will barely notice him, | hope. 

- Will he go with us in a car? 

- No, he has his own one. 

Shortly after the noon they came to secluded, comfortable house on a slop by the ocean 


Monica was looking through huge panoramic window at the waves. Robert brought the luggage in. They didn't 
have much. Two suitcases and his hippie bag where he kept mostly his notebooks with lyrics. 


- Where our guardian angel is going to sleep? - she asked 


- In a garden lodge. - Robert answered diving into the fridge, looking for beer. - We have plenty of food here. 


- Your friend is generous. 


- He is. | owe him a favour. Would you like to stroll by the ocean? 


They were strolling until late evening, not talking too much. Monica let Robert to enjoy the closeness of nature, 
which was so important to him. When they came back home, she prepared huge plate of sandwiches and a tea. 


They sat down by the pool and ate with appetite. 


- Do you know when | saw you for the firt time? - he asked unexpectadly. 


- At the breakfast, two or three days after my first arrival, | remember. | wanted to meet you. 


- No. | saw you on your first day, in your bungalow. | didn't know then who you were. Bonzo told me three 


days later. | saw you while you were taking a shower. 


- What? Were you peeping me? 


He laughed. 


- Being honest, yes, | was. But at first completely accidentally. 


- Accidentally you forgot to close your eyes and walk away? 


- No - he laughed again - | accidentally spotted you and then | couldn't take my eyes from you. 


- That is outragous! - she exclaimed, half seriously. 


- Yes, | know, I'm sorry. Will you forgive me? 


- | guess, | have no choice. But it's still outragous. 


They went silent for a while. 


- Mon, | was thinking.. - Robert started finally. - Do you think you could sleep with me here? Oh, don't look at 
me like this. | don't mean anything wrong. We could just sleep at the same time in the same bed. A big one. It 


would be so nice to wake up by your side in the morning.. 


She agreed. 


When they were preparing to sleep, he was somewhat amused by seeing her wrapping herself tightly in a quilt 
like a giant tortilla. 


He turned the light down and laid on his side. The moon light was strong and he could see her face pretty 
clearly. She was so calm. He cautiously took a strand of her hair and was playing with it gently until he fell 


asleep. 


The days were passing by, one similar to the other. Someone could say they were boring, but Monica and 
Robert were pleased. They slept as long as they needed, ate simple meals that they both prepared, were 
strolling by the ocean, spending time by the pool, watching TV and listened to the music. Sometimes they were 


taking a car and rode somewhere further, but always were back home for the supper. 


Robert was sometimes sitting in some corner alone, writing down his lyrics. Monica was thinking about her own 
stories. She didn't disturb him then. She was sitting with a book in her hand and giving him time. She also 
convinced herself to let him hug her in bed. Robert was keeping the promise and was trying to not provoke 
any kind of other closeness. It was enough for him to have her in his arms, smell her scent and listen to her 
breath. But when from time to time it was not enough for him, he could cope with it on his own. But she didn't 
have to know about it. 


One day Monica woke up late. Sun was high on the sky, shining bright. The previous day they sat long by the 
pool, talking about books. Robert was still asleep, completely uncovered. In the the bedroom was hot. 


She liked to watch him sleeping. Long lashes cast soft shadows onto his cheeks. She noticed that his eyes were 
no longer puffed, dark circles disappeared. He was relaxed Sometimes he was smiling in sleep. She was curious 
what he was dreaming about. His dimples were showing then. She adored them. That morning he was smiling 


again. She touched his face delicately, but that woke him up. Still sleepy, sent her a big smile. 


- Good morning, Mister Dimples - she run her fingers through his hair. He wrinkled his nose. 


- My mother used to call me like that when wanted to embarass me. At last | explained to her to stop doing 


this as | was too old for that. | was about fifteen then 


- You can't deny the truth. You are Mister Dimples. Full stop. 


He rubbed his eyes with clenched fists. 


- What's the time? 


- Around eleven. 


- Gosh! Its time to get up. 


- For what? Stay in bed, sleep if you want to. I'll make a breafast. | can bring it here. 


- Thanks, you are so sweet. But our late night talks inspired me. | have some ideas, I'd like to write them down, 


before | forget. 


- As you wish, but I'll go to make a breakfast anyway. Scrumbled eggs sound ok? 


- Sure. I'll be there in moment. 


They ate together, but Monica saw that his thoughts were somewhere else. So she left him in the house and 
took a book outside to read. After some few hours he was still bended over his notebook. She brought him 
some fruits. He thanked, but didn't look for her company. She didn't take it as an offence. She also didn't like 
when something was distracting her when she was writing. So she took a car and went shopping. When she 
came back with two huge bags full of veggies and fruits and some other things, a security guard appeared at 
the driveway like ghost. She saw him for the first time since they were there. She winced, surprised. 


- Im sorry, miss, didn't mean to scare you. | wanted to ask if you need a hand with it. 


Monica used his help and went to look for Robert. 


She found him by the pool. He unfoled an umbrella over the sunbed and slept soundly. There was a spliff in the 
ashtray on the table aside. She took it and smoke it, sitting at the edge of the pool with her legs dipped in 


water. The day was hot again, but it looked like a storm was coming. 


Monica decided to go in to the water. She still couldn't swim and actually lost her hope to learn, but at the 


beginning of their stay she found a swimming board. She used to swim with it since then. 


She took a look at Robert. He was still asleep, so she took off the dress and in her underpants only, slipped into 
the pool. That woken up Robert. When he realized that she had a swimming board in hands, he squinted his 


eyes. 


He felt good with her. For the first time they got a chance to be together alone for such a long time. It was 
so easy with her as if they knew each other the whole life. There were no conflicts between them. They were 
respecting their individualities, didn't have to make any arrangements. Each of them was giving the other space 
if it was needed. Today, he needed to be alone. She accepted that. No bad feelings from her, no complains, not 


even a bad look. He was very grateful for that. Monica was so young, ten years younger than him, however he 


felt that she could understand him better than most of the people close to him and in similar age. She was a 
true friend and she proved that by sacrifying her free time to help him to get well 


He took another look at her. She was still swimming. From the place where he sat, he couldn't see much more 
than her head and arms, but with eyes of imagination he could see the rest as well. Her body changed, she 
bacame a woman Before, she was a girl. Her hips were nicely round, her breast were bigger. Robert was 
trying so hard to not look at them, but he was just a man. Monica wasn't trying to provoke nor seduce him. 
She wore rather modest clothes, as she used to do and slept in t-shirt and pyjama pants. She didn't know that 
it fired his imagination more than as if she was sleeping scantily clad. 


Monica stopped swimming and grabbed the edge of the pool to catch a breath. 


sGosh.. What now?", she thought to herself. She entered the pool by impuls but now she wanted to go out. But 
there was only her abandoned dress, no towel. The only one towel was resting on the sunbed, beside Robert. 


Monica was sure that he was still sleeping, so decided to try her luck and steal it from Robert. 


So she quietly swam to the pool ladder and got out of the water. When she turned around, he was standing 
just few steps away, with towel in his hand. 


She covered herself with hands, and Robert wrapped the towel around her and wiped her face with its corner. 


Monica closed her eyes and parted lips. 


Suddenly she felt that she needed him with his touch and tenderness. The towel dropped on the ground. 


Robert run fingers on her naked arm, so she took his hand and put it on her breast. When he squeezed it 
slightly, she looked straight into his eyes. 


- Are you sure of that? - he asked answering to an unspoken question 


Monica nodded. 


- Say it. Tell me what you really want. 


- | want to make love with you. 


- What about our agreement? 


- Just this one time. Love me, Robert. Now. 


Robert picked her up and carried to their bedroom. He took her wet underpants off and undressed himself. 


The first, deep kiss was like going home. They took their time, enjoying the closeness of their naked bodies. 


Robert was delighted to examine closely her new shapes. 


Monica was moaning quietly when he was kissing her breasts and neck. She didn't return him caresses as she 
used to do. That time she was only taking. He didn't mind. He sensed that it was something what she needed at 


that particular moment and that he gave to her. 


His whole attention was focused on her pleasure. When he finally entered her, her moans became louder. 


Robert was moving his hips slowly, with each push taking her closer to ecstasy. 


There was no wild passion in that, rather deeply intimate act of devotion 


When she was finally shaken by the spasms, he followed her soon after and stayed in her until the erection 
was gone. He was holding her in his arms, still couldn't believe how petit and fragile she was. Satisfied, they fell 


into sleep. 


They didn't make love again. Robert understood that what happened between them was just a sudden urge on 
the spur of the moment. He respected her decision They were still sleeping in one bed, but in next two or 


three nights, she was again wrapping herself with a quilt, to avoid direct contact with his body. 


Their stay in their secluded kingdom was going to an end. It was a half of July and they had to say goodbye to 
their hiding place and go to Seattle, followed by their ghost- bodyguard, 


Part Twenty - Forget about him 


Bonzo was more than happy to see them in the hotel. 
- You both look good - he noticed - Tanned, relaxed. Rob, are you ready for work? 


That night both friends had a long conversation 


John accepted long ago the fact that the girl bacame somehow that important part of Robert's life. He knew 
abour Robert's visits in her apartment and knowing his horny friend that well as he did, it was hard for him 
to believe that their relationship, if it could be even called like that, had a platonic character. Mostly. 


But knowing all of it, he felt a bit uncomfortable during quite often visits in Robert and Maureen's house. Was 
Maureen suspecting anything? Even if she was, she couldn't know about Monica. The wives didn’t go on tours. 
Of course, there were photos, lots of them actually. But they were only a part of hundreds if not thousands 


of photos of Robert or Jimmy with women 


Robert himself, so torn apart at the beginning of that story with Monica, looked as if he calmed down Maybe, 
having on one side his wife and children, and on the other side Monica, who understood him better than anyone 


else as he claimed, he felt fulfilled Bonzo, though, didn't think that it was a good solution. Everything seemed to 


be hung up, as if waiting for something to happen which could tip the scales on one side or the other. 


John thought that if Robert ever could get a chance, he would marry Monica, making her his second legal wife 


along with Maureen and would try to create one happy family with both of them. Thankfully it wasn't possible. 
Since they were all together, John could watch them secretly. 


Monica was clearly devoted to Robert. She loved him, John could see it clearly. But she was subtle, showing 
that through small gestures, fleeting touch, quick looks. She never imposed. John also knew that she was 


sleeping in his room. Only sleeping, as Robert assured him. 


On 24th of July Led Zeppelin played the last concert in Oakland. Next was scheduled on 30th of July, in New 


Orleans. 


Robert planned to spend that time between concerts with Monica, visiting restaurants or shops. But the fate 
had a different plan. 


On 26th of July when the band checked in to the hotel, Robert received a phone call from Maureen. She told 
him that Karac, their son, was seriously ill She was very concerned. Next call from her, just hours after the 


first one, was horryfying. Karac died. 


Robert was shocked and devastated. He was crying. Monica didn't know what to do, she was just beside him, 
along with John. 


Things happened quickly. 


They couldn't fly back home by their private jet, which couldn't do intercontinental flights. Cole organized a 
commercial flight for Robert, John, Monica and himself. They all were watching Robert carefully. He was under 
influence of sedative drugs and ceased to talk. Monica was holding his hand thougout the whole flight, but he 


seemed to not even notice. 


When they landed in London, Bonzo asked Monica to go home. He and Cole took Robert to his wife. 


Monica knew that it had to be like that. But when she got into the taxi, she couldn't hold on any longer and 
started to cry. She was crying so hard that concerned taxi driver asked her if to take her to the hospital. She 
told him to drive as fast as he could to her home. She wanted to be there alone to cry out her heart. 


Yet finally she called Jill and asked her to come. Jill was trying to calm her down and get to know what the hell 
happened. And at last she found out. The rest of the world learnt about Robert's tragedy the next day 


morning. 


Monica took part in Karac's funeral. She stood at the end of church, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. 
Jimmy, John Paul, Peter.. they were absent. She didn't know why they didn't show, but was furious at Jimmy. 


How could he leave his friends in such situation? Fortnately, there were Bonzo and Pat. 


Three, four months later Robert came to Monica's flat. Very drunk. She let him in and helped him to take off 
his jacket. 


- Thank you that you were there.. John told me - he mumbled. 


Monica couldn't stop the tears. 


- l'm so sorry, Robert, so sorry.. - they were crying together while she was hugging his head to her chest. 
He embraced her as if she was his lifebuoy. 


She was stroking his hair, letting him to cry out his pain and later laid him on a couch and then laid herself 
beside, hugging him. Robert was falling into short, restless naps but he was shuddering from time to time, 
waking up. Then she was hugging him even tighter, dipping her face in his hair. Finally, he fell into deep sleep. 


Monica, with pain, called John. 


- Robert is at my place. Someone has to come and pick him up, he won't come back by himself anytime soon. 


John and Pat appeared some two hours later, which told Monica that they left immediately after her call and 
that one of them had a heavy foot. 


Bonzo leant over sleeping Robert and unexpectedly gently tapped his arm. 


- Robert, brother, lets go home. Come on, I'll help you. 


Pat, in the meantime, was looking searchingly at Monica 


- He came here by himself, Pat, We didn't contact since.. July. 


Pat hugged her. 


- | know, girl, | know. How are you doing? 


Monica shrugged. 


- | feel so sorry for them. | can't even express it. 


- But you know that they need each other now? | can imagine that it's hard for you, but that's how it is. 
They need to be together, otherwise they will fall apart. Each of them. 


- | know, Pat.. 


- You are a young girl, you'll find your hapiness one day. 


Pat wiped tears which rolled down Monica's cheek. 


- It would be the best for you to forget about him. 


Monica felt like the ground was moving away from her feet. She knew that Pat was right, though. 


- | like you, kid, you're ok. But you had a bad luck to fell in love with that one, there - she pointed behind her 
back, at Robert. 


John managed to put Robert to the standing position and convinced him to head towards door. 


Monica handed Pat a Robert's jacket. She couldn't stand by the window and watch John throwing limp Robert at 
the back seat. 


Part Twenty One - Attractive and independant? 


In the next year, Monica's second book was published. It was a continuation of the first one. Even if it was 
hard to say that she was earning lots of money from that, she bought a small cottage in the country, north 
of London. 


When she finished her BA studies, there were already three books in the stores. She knew that she found 
something that she really wanted to do in her life. She didn't continue her studies and hid herself in a country, 
devoting herself to writing. 


She wasn't a hermit, though. Her friends from university were visiting her pretty often. They enjoyed the time 
in her small house full of music and art, as she started to paint. She was giving them those paintings because 
they liked them and she really didn't have much space to keep them. They were partying together in London 


clubs and pubs, sometimes in her local pub. 


Her and some of her new neighbours put together a band and they were performing in that local pub as well 
as in pubs in villages and small cities around. None of them was treating that band seriously, as all of them 
except Monica had full time time jobs. Those occasional concerts were just giving them possibility to blow off 
the steam. 


Monica started to date men. She was attractive and independant. 
The only connection with Zeppelin that she had, was Scarlet, Jimmy's daughter. 


The girl was around eight years old and Monica was her favourite aunt. They were spending time together 
from time to time, when Monica was taking Scarlet to her home. Jimmy's relationship with Charlotte, Scarlet's 
mother, was rocky, so Monica who loved Scarlet a lot, was trying to spare the little girl as much fuzz as she 


could. 


Scarlet seemed to be interested in photography, so Monica gave her a camera which she once got from 


Jimmy. 


One day, Scarlet found a big box full of old photos. She was digging in it, from time to time taking out some old 
family heirlooms. She asked Monica to tell her stories connected with those photos. So she was going back and 


forth from the table to the fireplace, where her aunt was sitting, staring at the fire and sipping wine. 


Monica turned her head towards the table as Scarlet was sitting quietly since some longer time. 


- Well, what do you have there now? 


The girl brought her a stack of colour photographs presenting few nice views of ocean, but also younger 
Monica in green dress, Monica in underwear, bare-chested Robert and both of them, touching with cheeks, to 


fit to the frame. 


Monica recalled that picture - Robert was holding a camera in reached out hand. But there were more photos. 


- Auntie, have you been Robert's girlfriend? - an innocent question froze blood in Monica's veins. 


- Give it to me! - she ordered and reached out the hand for the rest of the photos. 


Long forgotten memories were coming to her in waves. 


- Did | say something wrong? - Scarlets eyes widened. 


- No, sweetie, it's just.. old times, you know? Robert and | used to be friends in the past. 


The girl looked at her for some time and finally accepted the explanaition. Monica hid the photos on high shelf, 
deep between the books. 


Not long after her second book was published, Monica met David. 


He was a close friend of Tom's, Jill's boyfriend. They brought David to one of the mini concerts of Monica's 
band. David was charmed by Monica. He had never seen a girl who played the guitar before. He wasn't an 
expert, but heard the comments in the pub, so he knew she was pretty good in that, not to mention that she 
appeared to him to be very attractive and funny. He wanted to know her better. 


At first, Jill and her boyfriend didn't tell David who she was. They knew perfectly well that in not that far past 
she met guys who wanted to take advantage of her kinship with Jimmy. 


So, before David finally got to know the certain details of her life, he was already in love with her. The longer 
their relationship lasted, the more he was sure that Monica was the woman with whom he wanted spend the 


rest of his life. Five years older than her, was determined to not let her to slip away from his hands. 


Approximately at the same time, Monica sent her two books to John and Pat. 


- Great, kid! - Pat sounded very happy in the receiver. - Another talent in the family, well done! I'll read them 


with pleasure, thank you. And how are things going? Have you met someone? 


Monica told her about David. Pat invited them both to her house one day, as she was very curious to see the 
man who was able to finally turn that unusual girl's head. She really wished Monica all the best. 


None of them spoke a word about Robert. Monica didn't look for informations about him, she didn't read 
newspapers, especially musical ones. David's presence in her life was helping her to occupy thoughts with 


something else. 


At he beginning of I919 Monica and David were invited to Jill and Tom's newly bought apartment to celebrate 
Jill's birthday. 


There was a crowd of people, lots of alcohol and even weed. The hosts allowed smoking only in one room, not 
fully furnished yet and located at the far end of the quite big apartment. People were vanishing there from 


time to time. 


The party was fantastic, they all had a great time, especially that the other friends from the university were 
also present. They were chatting and laughing, drinking a sea of wine. Finally also Monica wanted to have a 


smoke. Broadly smiled she went to the smoking room and closed the door behind her. 


David realized that he haven't seen her since some time and started to look for her. Jill, asked by David, told 
him that Monica went to smoke, but she also knew that Monica drank a lot that night and started to worry, if 
her friend didn't collapse or faint. So both of them headed to the smoking room. They almost bumped her at 
the door. 


Monica had red, glassy eyes and blushed cheeks. 


- What happened? Did you cry? - David was concerned. 


- No, just smoke fell into my eyes, that's why they are watery. | had to wait a bit and clean this mess - she 


pointed at smudged make up. - l'm sorry - she kissed David's cheek and moved to the bathroom. 


David seemed to be ok with that explanaition, Jill however knew her better. 


She clearly saw that something upset her friend and she was crying for sure. What happened in that room? 
Was somebody there with her? 


She came in to the room, but it was empty. Monica was there alone. Jill looked around. They had there already 
only a desk, one chair and old couch, next to which a small table was standing with overloaded ashtray on it. 


Thick smoke was hanging in the air, so as she lit a cigarette, went to open the window. 


In the middle of the desk there were few newspapers lying. On top of the pile there was one, unfolded, open at 
the article describing a great happiness in Led Zeppelin front man's family. After year an a half after tragic 
death of his little son, he and his wife had another boy born that month. 


- For fuck's sake, Tom..- moaned Jill, 


They noticed that article just before the party. She told Tom to threw away that newspaper, because she 
didn't want Monica to see it. And Tom brought it to the smoking room. What an idiot.. 


She crumpled the newspaper and put it to the drawer. 


Next day, when Jill and Tom were sitting to the supper, their phone rang. Tom went to answer and after a 


while started to scream out congratulations. When he finished to talk, came to the table with a huge smile. 


- You won't believe what happened! It was David! 


Jill froze with fork halfway to her mouth. 


- They are getting married! Morica finally accepted his proposal 


- Oh, god.. - whispered Jill, frowning. 


- Oh, come on! Aren't you happy for them? - Tom was really excited, 


- | am.. - she said, but deep in her soul she felt anxiety. 


» What have you done, girl?", she thought and knew that she had to talk with Monica very soon. 


Monica's wedding was a civil ceremony and took place three months later. It was a very private event, only the 


closest family and friends. 


Jimmy didn't show. Charlotte and Scarlet gave Monica and David a beautiful present, explaining Jim's absence 


with his work on the next album. 


David moved to Monica's house, commuting to work in London. He was proud of his beautiful, newly wed wife 
and her successes. Everything seemed to be perfect. Yes, she was absentminded sometimes, she was hiding in 
the house away from him, but he assumed that she was thinking of a new book 


But when in August a postman brought a package for her from the company named Swan Song, her face 
expression made him wonder for a while. 


- That's this? - he asked. 


She didn't answer, only quickly opened the box. The was a record in it, strangely titled "In Through The Out 
Door", with attached note saying: «What do you think? Love, Jimmy". 


Monica took the record and closed herself with it in the room for the whole weekend. 


David could understand that his wife loved music, especially when it was her cousin's music, but that was too 
much in his opinion. During that weekend he was seing her only briefly, on her way to the toilet or kitchen. Full 


of dissatisfaction he had to prepare meals for himself and then eat them alone. 


Monica was strange throughout the whole next week, even if she started to talk with him again. But it didn't 


last long. She started to write again. He was constantly seeing her bended over some notes or books. 


She used to write by hand. At least she wasn't waking him up with a sound of typewriter in the night. Only one 


disadvantage of that was that he never could decipher what she wrote. Her handwriting was horrible. 


Anyway, one day she caught him peeping in her notes. She got furious. The fuzz lasted until the late evening, 
when she just left the house for the rest of the night and half of the next day. 


It turned up that she took her guitar with her and went to play one of those small concerts in the pub about 
which he completely forgot. But after a concert she didn't return home, but went to dill and Tom. Tom called 
him late in the night to calm David down. 


David loved Monica very much, but he started to realize that he didn't know her that well as he thought. 


In April 1980 Jimmy visited them. It wasn't anything unusual, he was dropping by sometimes. Not very often. 


David felt a little bit awkward in Jimmy's presence. He found Jimmy an uneasy person. Seemingly shy and 
distanced. David had no idea how the person like that could become such a successful rock star. Also, he knew 
about Jimmy's addiction and wasn't particularily happy about the fact that Jimmy was a very important 


person for Monica 


It was incredible how those two were getting on with themselves. Their talks, no matter on what subject, were 
strange, almost incomprehensive for David. He couldn't follow them, especially when they were talking about 


music. 


David was an intelligent guy, but he lived in totally different world than those two. They were artists. That's 


how David saw his wife: as an artist. Her soul and imagination was untamed. So as her temper, at times. 


So, when Jimmy was visiting them, he was always very polite to David, but it was obvious that he was finding 
the real pleasure in his talks with Monica. Recently, they were going out from the house to stroll around in 


the garden, sometimes somewhere else. David was sure that Monica was going back home high. He also knew 
that she never took any of the hard drugs. She despised them, but it didn't bother her to smoke weed from 


time to time. 


This time Jimmy came to invite Monica on next tour. 


- This is a kind of our tradition - Jimmy told David. - Monica has been touring with us since years. 


David had no idea about that. She never told him. 


- | know that you are married now, you have your own things to do, a new book perhaps, but think about it. 


You may write a book anywhere, | guess. 


Monica told him that she will think about it. Jimmy drank a tea and left. 


David felt a little bit offended that Jimmy didn't invite him as well. It seemed to be natural to invite both of 
them. But Jimmy was talking only about Monica 


He was curious how it looks, a tour with a rock band. But he didn't have a chance to ask his wife about it, 


because she told him that she was going to sleep. 


He didn't care much. Everytime, after Jimmy's visit, she had a strange mood. 


Part Twenty Two - Those photographs and books about 
Vikings 
On Monday, in the office, David mentioned about that invitation during the talk with his co-workers. 


They knew very well whom he married, so it wasn't a big surprise for them. But they reacted oddly, in David's 


opinion. 

They were joking that they would have never allow their wives to to on tour with Led Zeppelin. He couldn't 
understand what they meant, to their amusement. 

- Man, do you know what was happening during their tours? Did you live under a stone until now? 

David decided to find out what was all about. 

After the work he went to the library and asked for newspapers where Led Zeppelin was mentioned. The 
librarian smiled broadly. 

- How much time do you have for that, sir? 

She brought him a huge pile of newspapers and he started to read Next day he came back and was reading 
more. 


- | don't want you to go on that tour - he said in the evening to Monica 


She took a glance at him absentmindedly, from above the thick book she was studying. 


- Pardon me? 


- | don't wish that you go on that tour - he repeated. 


She closed the book. 


- You „don't wish"? What is it? 


- | think the company of those people is not appropriate for you. They are irresponsible. 


She burst out with laughter. 


- That is a wrong word, David. 

- Irresponsible? 

- No, the one that you „don't wish" me to go. Don't talk to me like that. 

- Alright, l'm sorry. But | really don't want you to go. 

- You've told me already. | just don't understand why. 

- Well, | learnt a bit about their excesses. Did you know about it? 

- | did, although probably not about all. | know that they had their crazy days in the past, but now they are 


different. They all grew up, David. 


She knew, as she already decided, that she wouldn't go. She couldn't imagine to go, but she also couldn't stand 
her husband's tone. 


- How you can be sure of that? They were devouring all those girls for dinner! All those brawls.. there was 


some beating too. That was a madness! 


Monica waved her hand contemptuosly. 


- There are more legends in that than the truth, David. You should grow up too. 


But David was continuing his investigation. 


When he found photos of his own wife tenderly hugged by Robert Plant, he was furious. She was present on 
many of the photos. With Jimmy, of course, also among a crowd of people at some Led Zeppelin's parties, but 


also with Plant alone. There were at least several dozen of them. It was clear that she had a great time. 


He calmed down finally when Monica told him that she was not going to go. 


About two months later, when Monica gone with neighbours to their next concert, he decided to relax at 
home, with a book He was poking around the shelves for a while and finally chose one of Monica's history 


books. 


Something fell off from the shelf and landed by his feet. 


There were some photographs. He picked them up and froze. 


There were maybe twenty of them. Some of them presented nice views of the ocean, but the others.. Monica 
in the pretty dress, younger and slimmer, Monica in her wet and almost transparent underwear, Monica 
wrapped in he towel, with wet hair, sitting on sand, Monica naked, looking at the ocean, Monica with her face 
touching Plant's face. Plant himself, lying on the blanket in very loose position, covered only with towel, 
evidently naked underneath.. 

What all of that meant? David was boiling with fury, devastated. 

He grabbed a bottle of wine and drank straight from it. Before Monica returned home, he was completely 
drunk and already sleeping. He put the photos back, where they were before. 
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After the european leg of the tour, Led Zeppelin was preparing for the first since three years american tour. 


Jimmy invited Monica again, but she also refused that invitation. 
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On 25th of September 1980 she was driving to London, listening to the radio. One of the main news was the one 
telling about the death of Led Zeppelin's drummer, John Bonham. 


Monica, shocked, drove into the opposite lane and collided with another car. 


Luckily, there were witnesses of the accident, who called the ambulance. Help came quickly. Monica's car was 
wrecked, she stuck behind the wheel. It took time to free her from there. She was battered, but her bones 
seemed to be ok. However the hit into the head caused a brain hematoma and there were three weeks until 
she woke up from the coma, which at some point already seemed to be impossible. Even the doctors were 

losing their hope. But she did it and was released from the hospital after next three weeks, recovering quite 


fast, to her doctors’ much surprise. 


When David picked her up from the hospital, she told him the address where she wanted him to take her. He 


couldn't convince her to go home. 
They stopped in front of John and Pat's farm house. 


Leaning on David's arm, Monica rang the bell. Pat opened the door. She was devastated after John's death, but 
she had some time to start to accept it. What she didn't expect, was Monica at her threshold, looking like 
death on two legs, skinny and barely standing straight. 


- My god, what happened to you?! - she exclaimed, when they already greeted and Monica and David offered 


their condolences. 


- | had an accident at the day of John’s death, Pat. | just went out of the hospital today and | had to come. | 
couldn't attend John's funeral and didn't want you to think that | didn't care.. | always considered John a friend 


of mine. - she started to cry. 

- He was your friend, kid, he adored you. - Pat hugged Monica tight. - | don't know how I'll be able to live 
without him, Mon - Pat's voice cracked. - You said you had an accident. Will it ever stop? All those accidents.. 
Will you be ok? 

- Yes, doctors say she'll be fine. But through three weeks they worried that she might die. - David spoke for 
the first time. 


Pat looked at him as if she just noticed that he was there too. 


- This is David, my husband - Monica introduced him. 


Pat gave a hug to David too. 


- | finally got a chance to meet you. Monica should have brought you here long time ago. John wanted to meet 


you.. - she wiped her eyes from tears.. 
- Pat, do you need anything? Can l.. can we help you in any way? 


- Thank you. No, there's no need. I'm better now. And earlier Robert and Maureen.. - she hesitated for a 


second - they helped us very much. 
Monica winced slightly hearing those names. David clenged his fists. Pat changed the subject. 


- Kid, | read your books. Being completely honest with you, | though that they won't hook me, but | was wrong. 
They are very good. John and | saw you playing one day, you know? | wanted to approach, but John.. you know, 


started to mess up, so we had to go home. You got it in your genes, Mon, the music. You are so talented.. 


Shortly after they finished the visit. Monica wasn't able to cope with that athmosphere of sadness, mentally 
nor physically. The house without John was empty. 


RK 


Robert was trying to help Pat as much as he could. 


If he didn't have anything to do at her house, they were just sitting together and talking. Pat was ready to talk 


about John not crying, so they could remembered the old times. 


It was giving a kind of consolation also to Robert. He missed his mate very much. John and him knew each 
other for a long time, since they were seventeen. They knew their secrets, positive ones and those not so 
much. They had hundreds if not thousands unslept nights behind them, during which they were talking about 


everything. And now, John was gone. 


He looked around the the living room. Pat redecorated it some time ago. When she went to the kitchen for 
beer for him, he took a glance at the bookcase. Something drew his eyes. He took one of the books from the 
shelf and stared at it with reverie. 


- Here, your beer - Pat handed him a bottle. 
- I've got this book somewhere, too. 


- Have you read it? 


- No, | haven't. | got it from.. Monica. | remember that she wanted to know what | would think of it after 


reading. 


He recalled the time when they were living together in a rented house in California It seemed to be hundreds 
of years ago. Both being bookworms, were talking a lot about books, but that particular night she went and 
brought him that book from her suitcase. He remembered the cover, and the fact that the author had the 


same first name as her. 


Pat let him to drift in his thoughts for a while, but then she asked: 


- And how are your things going with Maureen, Robert? 
Robert ruffled his hair. He had a new, shorter haicut, but as unruly as the previous one, especially that he 


couldn't stop himself from ruffling it all the time. He was quiet for a minute, sipping his beer. 


- We love our children, Pat. Logan.. is a miracle. Of course, Carmen too. 
- | didn't ask about that. 


- We love our children. A lot. 


Pat tapped his arm, not pushing anymore. 


- Are you going out to pub sometimes? 
- Yes, there is one near our house. Why are you asking? 
- For no special reason. Would you like to go with me one day? | miss going to pubs. 


- Sure. Whenever you want, just call me. 


Unconciously he was playing with the pages of the book which he laid on the table. Memories didn't want to 
disappear. He finished his beer. 


- | must go. Remember, call me at any time if you need my help. 


- Thank you, dear - she hugged to him - Robert, take this book with you. You'll like it. I've got the second 


volume, too. 


- Thanks, | will read it. 
He was reading until the late night. He finished on next day and came to Pat to borrow the second volume. The 
story hooked him. He really wanted to tell Monica about it, but he couldn't. 


About month later, in the bookstore, he spotted a third volume and bought it immediately. He asked the 
bookseller about the author, if she published any other book, but he didn't know. 


Robert decided to keep his ear to the ground. 


Part Twenty Three - We Couldn't Afford The Other 
Page 


In 1983 Robert had two solo albums and one divorce under his belt. 


His marital problems were dated even before Karac's death, but after that he was trying to fix his 
relationship with his wife. They had a second son, Logan, but eventually they didn't manage to cope with all 
their problems. That tragedy touched them too much. With an aching in his heart but also with some relief, 
Robert moved out the house. 


As the time passed by, he and Maureen were able to set friendly relations between them, but it didn't happen 
fast. He was taking care of the children, was present in their lives as much as he could, working on his solo 


career. 
That, amongst the other things, was the bone of contention between Robert and Maureen. 


She thought that after John's death, when Zeppelin dissolved, Robert should have retired and focus on the 
family. They had lots of money, much more than they could spent and enough to not to have to work 
anymore. But Robert couldn't stop. Music was his life. If he couldn't do that, he would lied down in the coffin 
and died, that's how he saw it. 


There were women around him again. Many women. It was widely known that he was free again, even if the 
fact that he was a married man before it never bothered all those girls and women before in chasing after 
him. But suddenly he became more available, as they thought. He was taking an adventage of being single. Not 
once, not thirty times. But all those usually one night stands never meant to him anything serious. 


In [985 Monica met someone. 


He was a musician, a pretty well known one, an old friend of Jimmy's. They met quite accidentally at Jimmy's 


house, then bumped one at the other in the city and finally they started to see each other secretly. 


For a few months there was nothing between them, but pure friendship. But later, that changed. 


Monica decided to take a chance and they started sleeping with each other. Her lover was also in serious 
relationship, so when they satisfied their mutual curiousity, they switched back to the friendship mode, with 
no more physical aspects, except some flirting maybe on rare occasions when they had a chance to meet. It 
happened without any drama. 


His wife truly hated Monica and was showing this when she was unlucky to find herself in the same crowd 


with her. 


David had no idea of all of that, until one night the wife of the musician brutally made him to realize what was 


going on, even if the time of passionate affair was long gone already. 


When they came back home, a wild affray exploded. 


David accused Monica not only for having an affair with that musician, which was true, but also for having 
affairs with countless other men, which was a complete nonsense. He shouted out in her face his frustration 
which arose in him due to her coldness towards him. The truth was that Monica was deathly bored with him 
from some time. A marriage built on bad ground couldn't last forever. 


But when he literally threw in her face those long forgotten photorgaphs of her and Robert, and called her a 


whore sleeping with degenerates, she couldn't stand it no more and told him to move out at the same night. 


He hit her. The hit was so hard that she collapsed and smashed her face against a cabinet. 


When David disappeared, Monica trembling, bleeding and crying called to Pat, who adviced her to call the police 
right away. Monica didn't want to do it however, so Pat called to her lawyer. 


Their divorce was quick and not expensive for Monica, thanks to prenuptial agreement that they signed after a 


talk that Monica had with her friend, then a law school student. 


Next year, a 1986, there was a fourth Monica's book available in bookstores. And even if it had nothing in 
common with Middle Ages and Vikings, Robert bought it eagerly. 


Her books still weren't best-sellers, they didn't make her a millionaire. But they were bought that eagerly that 
provided her pretty comfortable life, which was enough for her. 


The friends from the university were still her biggest fans. They felt sorry for her because of that 

unfortunate ending of her marriage. Especially Jill and Tom felt a great remorse, because that were they who 
introduced David to Morica. They cut down all the relations with him, but the bad taste remained. They didn't 
plan though to interfere in her love life again. Even if sometimes Jill was listening to Monica's confesses about 


her loneliness. 


Monica might have seemed to be strong and independant, but Jill knew how fragile she was inside. 
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- Do you think about her sometimes? - Pat asked Robert who was sitting in her kitchen, eating a dinner. 


- About whom? 


- Monica. 


Robert looked at her deeply surprised. 


- Why are you asking? 


- | was looking for something recently and found old photos. There was John with both of you at some of 


them. You were sitting together on the grass, smiling. | recalled how much you were crazy about her. 


Robert cracked a smile. 


- Old times. Yes, we were spending together much time. And yes, sometimes I'm thinking about her. 


- She was a nice kid, she cared about you. You too cared about her. We both knew it, John and |. 


- As | said, Pat, old times. 


- Not that old. When have you seen each other recently? 


- Im not sure.. Shortly after Karac's death, | guess. 


He fell into reverie for a moment. Pat didn't disturb him. She knew that he was going back to those painful 


memories, but she was also hoping that it would bring Robert to those brighter memories too. 


She knew about that old, surprising relationship between those two more than she was ready to admit to 
Robert or Monica even. John never kept any secrets from her. Over time he told her all he knew about it and 


he knew everything. 


Pat was also not going to inform Robert that she never lost contact with Monica, they were seeing each other 


from time to time. 


She thought that they were a perfect match and was hoping to see them together one day again. Now, when 
they were both free, it looked like it could happen, but unfortunatelly Monica got a kind of grudge against 


relationships in general when her marriage came to an abrupt end. 


Robert though, the closer to fourty he was, the more intensely he played the field. A middle age crisis? 


Perhaps. Besides, his career sped up and he didn't have much time for a long term relationship. 


Pat was not going to tell Robert about her thoughts. She knew him long enough to be sure that there was no 
point in forcing him to do anything. What she could and planned to do was touching the strings of his memory, 
counting on that the seed that she had sown would grow and Robert would be willing to look for Monica. 


Deep in his heart he was a hopeless romantic, who wanted to have someone who could be his anchor. He was 
lonely, but if anyone would asked him about it, Robert would shower that person with whole lot of metaphores, 
allusions and other bollocks in order to not admit the truth. He was stubborn as a mule and seemed to not 


catching all those strings that Pat was throwing to him. 


So, she tried from the other side. Every time when she had been trying to talk with Monica about Robert, she 
become tight-lipped. It was very hard to squeeze something out of her, as if talking about Robert was still 
painful for her. Pat couldn't blame her. She was abandoned by Robert. For a good reason, but still. It left in her 


young heart a scar, if not a non healing wound even. 


On the other hand, she had got all Robert's albums. Some of his lyrics were awaking some kind of nostalgy in 
her. She took some of them very personally, as if Robert was singing to her, about them. She was laughing out 
of this herself, telling Pat how stupid she was thinking that way, but that made Pat to think about it deeper. 


She once even asked Robert about his inspiration when he was writing those particular lyrics, but again he 


fobbed her off, laughing that apparently she bacame his fan, looking for non existing messages in his texts. 


He really could pissed her off in short minutes. 


Pat and Monica have been sporadically meeting in various pubs, where Monica's band was playing. 


She really enjoyed Monica's play. She wasn't that agressive as Jimmy, nor that good, but still it was nice to 
listen to her. That bunch of amateurs constisted of a policeman, an insurance agent, a doctor and a writer had 


its own group of really devoted fans. 


During the breaks, they were sitting down with Pat and fooling around like a group of snots. All of them except 


Monica were over forty, or were very close to it. 


By the way, the name of their band was making Pat laughing everytime she heard it. They called themselves 
„We Couldn't Affort the Other Page". 


Part Twenty Four - Mister Dimples 


In November of 1989 Pat received from Monica an invitation. 


Her band was scheduled to play in their local pub at New Year's Eve party, along with two other local bands, 
so Monica asked Pat to come. 


Pat willingly agreed. And then, something came to her head. The accomplishment of the idea met lots of 
obstacles, but Pat was stubborn. She didn't surrender until she got the promise that was counting on. 


Monica invited her old university friends at that concert too. Recently they didn't have much time to see each 
other frequently, as all of them were occupied with their careers and families. All of them were over thirty, 
some of them had children. It was hard to party as they used to. New Year's Eve seemed to be a perfect 
occasion for a meeting, though. They supplied themselves with weed as in the old times and planned to put 


themselves in a good mood with it. Hiding from inquisitive looks they gathered at the back of the pub, smoked 
a huge joint, having an exciting feeling of being very naughty. 


- This evening is starting so fucking great! - Brian laughed. 

- | feel like | was a freshman smoking weed for the first time! - Simon closed his eyes in bliss. 
- Oh, so you've started quite late.. 

- Well, not everyone was touring with rock bands in a young age. 

- | was touring with only one band, not bands. 

- But the band like that one is enough for other bands! 

- Give me some more! - Jill was in a loose mood. 

- Is a good stuff, hold your horses mommy, you'll drop offl 

- Come on, Monica, us, girls must stick together! Tell him we want more! 

- | can't smoke more, | must be able to play, but you do as you wish. Just be careful. 
- You are BOOORING!! 


- OK people, let's go inside before we'll freeze our asses off. 


Amused and happy they came inside the pub, took their seats and ordered beers. 

At the stage the first of the bands started to play. As the other one started their performance, they were 
finishing third or fourth round. Monica knew that she must put on hold a bit if she wanted to perform in a 
good shape, but the others didn't limit themselvels. 

When Monica's bandmates appeared greeted by the regular visitors of the pub cheerfully, Monica left her 


friends for a while to meet them. 


- Guys, confess, which one of you had a crush on her at the university? - asked Mary, a new girlfriend of 
Brian's, looking at Monica's neat body. 


Monica wore her old leather trousers and quite tight t-shirt which didn't hide her firm breasts. Mary liked 
Monica's style - simple and unobtrusive. It was enough for her to wear those trousers and casual t-shirt, 


maybe some scarf and add some silver bracelets and that gorgeous necklace of hers to look fantastic. 


- | wasn't. | was afraid of her - said Brian - She had something in her eyes that you needed to watch 
yourself. 


- What are you talking about? - asked Sandy, surprised - She was always so calm girl! So positive towards 


people, smiling.. 
- Yeah, until THAT happened.. - mumbled Tom. 
- Unfortunately.. - Jill's face fell. 


- What happened to her? - asked Mary, who was a new person in their circle and saw Monica only twice 


before. 
- Her marriage was not very successful, lets say.. Fucking David - Tom frowned angrily. 


- Let's don't go back to that. It's over now. Cheers! - Sandy rose her glass in toast. 


Monica brought her bandmates to their table. They got to know each other years earlier, so were greeted by 
the friends happily. 


- When do you start? - someone asked. 


- At ten pm. We have an hour and a half or so. Then the first band will play again 
- Oh, | thought you could do morel! 


- Let the young ones to show themselves. We will booze up, right mate? 


Monica moaned when the policeman tapped her back with a force. 


- You've got such a chick in the band and you call her smate"? - Mary couldn't believe it. 


- Mon has bigger balls than each one of us - the policeman was laughing - And she is able to drink more too. 
She's a splendid chap! 


They drank their beers and went to install their equipment on stage. 

- Oh, I forgot to tell you - Monica came back for a moment - I've invited Pat Bonham. She should be here 
already, but apparently she's late. Please, invite her to the table. If we'll be on stage already, I'll let you know 
that it is her. 


- Gosh, Pat Bonham.. - said Sandy with almost devout surprise in her voice. 


- Who is that? - asked Mary, tireless with her questions. She was a few years younger and not quite 


orientated in all topics that their were raising. 


- Pat Bonham, my dear, is John Bonham's widow, who was the most incredible drummer of the most incredible 


band in the history of rock - Brian explained to her. 
- Jesus, | feel like | am about to touch of the Zeppelin guys in person! - Simon enthused 
Mary suddenly understood and goggled. - The wife of THAT Bonham? From Led Zeppelin?? 
- None the other, honey. 


- Simon, you are a moron, really - Jill laughed - And how did you feel until now? I'd like to remind you that 


you've personally almost touched Robert Plant some few years ago. Do you have some memory issues? 


- | don't, | remember that clearly. You know, l'm a hudred percent straight, but believe me, | had wet dreams 


for good two or three nights after that meeting! 


They all roared with laughter, Simon's wife was laughing the loudest. 
- | didn't know that you have friends like that! - Mary was dumbfounded. 
- Not us, it's her! - Brian nodded towards the stage. 


The band started to play, cheered by the crowd with stand up ovations. Mary was watching Monica while she 
was playing. She didn't try to shine, she was just doing her thing on the stage's side. The vocalist was the star 
of the band. Monica's long, dark, shiny and wavy hair were hiding her face. Sometimes she was thowing them 
back impatiently. Slim, long fingers were playing unbelievable riffs. They played rock and blues standards, which 
aimed well to the audience's taste. Somebody bought them beers in appreciation of their skills. 


Monica's head was humming, but it didn't bother her play. She felt wonderful. She only wondered why Pat didn't 


show up. 
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But she did. They were playing the last song, when Monica spotted Pat near the stage. She nodded, letting Pat 
to know that she saw her and smiled broadly. After loud applause she put the guitar on the stand and swaying 
a little, jumped down from the stage to give her friend a hug. 


- Girl, you look fantastic! - Pat said with appreciation 

- Oh, come on.. - Monica ruffled her already ruffled hair. - Let's go, you'll meet my old friends. They are very 
excited to meet you. We have a table over there.. - she pointed her finger behind her back and then turned 
around. 

With a great force she hit somebody's chest with her face, bounced off and would have fallen if not the man 


rammed by her who grabbed her by her arms. A little confused, Monica mumbled „l'm sorry" and looked up, 
to the man's face. They both froze for a moment, looking one at the other with disbelief. 


- Oh, fuck.. - sighed Simon who saw all of that - You won't believe it.. 


The rest of the friends followed his eyes and also froze. 


- Mister Dimples.. - chocked out a little tipsy Monica, thinking hard, what the hell was added to Brian's weed 


as it took her that much. It couldn't have been him, could he? 


- | swear, I'll take you over my knee one day if you won't stop calling me like this - said Robert, still holding 
her strongly. 


In his leather jacket which was broadening his arms, cowboy boots and big hair, he seemed to be even taller 


and bigger than he really was, especially comparing to her not tall figure. 


Robert touched her face, still not beliving that was her. When his finger touched her lips, he leant and kissed 
her. That kiss lasted only for a blink of an eye, but told him everything. 


He backed just for a few centimetres from her raised face and touched her nose and cheek with his nose with 
a friendly caress and kissed her again. This time she answered to that kiss and then hid her face on his chest. 
But he again found the way to her lips, holding her tight. 

Monica put her arm on his neck and the other one rested on his chest. He didn't know if she was going to hug 
him more or push him away, but he didn't want to let her to do the latter. So he lifted her up and wrapped 
her legs around his hips. She hid face in his hair. Some of the people watching them started to whistle, but 
Robert and Monica didn't pay an attention to that. They were still standing there, both hiding their faces in the 


other's hair. 


Sandy was clutching Jill's hand, not taking eyes from those two. 


- Jill, MI be crying, | swear.. - she whispered. 


- A pair of dishelved rockheads.. | think they have the same hairdresser, judging by that mess on their heads 
- said a middle aged blonde who just approached their table. 


They took a look at her, not understand. She reached out her hand to the nearest person, Mary. 


- Hi, tm Pat Bonham. May | sit with you? 


They gave her a chair, staring at her and at Robert and Monica who still hugged tightly were whispering 
something one to the other. Monica run her fingers through Robert's hair. 


- You have no idea how much he complained as he wanted to go somewhere else - Pat lit a cigarette laughing 


- Good that we went by my car. Now, he's not regretting, | hope. What do you think? 


Robert, still holding Monica in his arms moved towards the door. People made them a room to walk, smiling at 


them. When they passed by the table where Monica's friends sat, Pat recalled something. 


- Hey, Robert! The keys! - she shouted loud to be heard over the hubbub and threw him car key. 
He caught it and carried Monica out of the pub. 
- Well, so what we are drinking? - asked Pat with a roguish smile, addressing Monica's friends. - Come on 


people, we still have some time to midnight and those two won't come back! They have some good twelve 
years to talk about.. not to mention other interesting things to do.. 


Part Twenty Five - The bulge remained the same 


When Pat and Robert came in to the pub, there was a crowd of people already. 


That's why he not particularily wanted to go there. He could squeeze in his local pub as well, not being forced 
to go so far away from home. But Pat was adamant saying that she liked that place and she really wanted to 


spend the New Years Eve over there. 


She got a little bit annoyed when he called her and warned that he would be late, as he was waiting for 
important phone call from the States. So after that he didn't want to piss her off even more and finally 


agreed. 


There was a band on stage playing. He didn't pay much attention to them, on the contrary to Pat, who was 


almost nudging her way to come closer and stand in front of the stage. 


Robert stopped by the bar and ordered them beers. He paid immediately and was waiting for a bartender to 


pour. 


His eyes followed Pat. The band just finished to play the song and the whole performance too, as it seemed. 
People started to clap, he joined them. He felt a little surprised when he noticed that there was a girl jumping 
down from the stage to give Pat a hug. Probably some friend of Pat's. 


He looked closer at the girl, who was turned with her back to him. Slender, with long hair which she just 
ruffled in some absentminded move. And then he saw her profile. Just for a moment, few seconds, but that 


was enough to give him a punch in the heart. 
He HAD to approach, to be sure. He moved towards them, catching a strange quick glance from Pat. 


He was only half a step away, when the girl, saying something to Pat, turned around abruptly and smashed her 
face on his chest. He grabbed her by her arms and slightly moved away. He was able to think that it was good 
that he didn't have hands occupied with big beer mugs, otherwise she would knocked her teeth out against 
them. 


The girl said „l'm sorry" and took a look at him with widened eyes. It wasn't a hallucination, but it was so 


unbelievable that he completely went speechless. 
Those green eyes, those small lips.. That was her. She looked like she just saw a ghost. And maybe she did, in a 


way. 


He just had to do it, to kiss her. He did it cautiously, like for a try, checking if she wouldn't push him away. She 


recognized him right away and called him „Mister Dimples" again, a nickname that he hadn't heard since years. 


Of course it was her, without doubts. 


When she hid her face in his jacket and then hugged him so tight, he already knew that he would take her 
from there. She was so tiny, standing by him. He lifted her up and hugged closer, enjoying the warmth of her 
body. 


- | got you, darling - he mumbled to her hair. She was trembling. Was she crying? He couldn't see it, she was 


too close. 
- Let's go from here, ok? 


He sensed that she nodded and embraced his neck stronger. Accidentally he touched her naked back when t- 
shirt rolled up. Smooth, hot skin. Robert wanted to wander a little bit further under her t-shirt, don't lose the 
contact with her skin, but decided that they made enough of a show already and it was time to stop it. 


He pulled her t-shirt down and moved towards the exit, trying not to collide with anyone. He wanted to have 


her in the car already and drive somewhere, where they could be alone. 


Pat stopped him and threw him the key to her car. Of course, that couldn't be a coincidence! She must had 
planned it, that's why she was so stubborn and forced him to come there. Did she know about Monica? He was 


curious, but decided that the talk with Pat must wait. It wasn't the most important thing in that moment. 

He carried Monica off the pub. 

She trembled even more. It was chilling cold outside and she had only a t-shirt on. So, reluctantly, he stood her 
on the ground and helped her to put his own jacket on. They got into the car. Robert set the heating to 


maximum. 


He had no idea where she was living. They've seen each other twelve years ago and he really doubted if she 


was still livinig in that micro apartment in London. So without hesitation he turned the car to his own house . 
There were almost no cars on the roads. They had not more than an hour of drive, but he managed to cut it 
down to 45 minutes. They were travelling in silence. The only thing she did was to put her hand on his thigh, 
where it rested for the whole way. 

When they arrived at place and Monica got off, he again lifted her up and didn’t let go until they entered his 


living room. 


- | don't believe you are real - she said aloud the sentence which was repeating itself in his own head. 


The same voice, the same eyes, the same goddamn necklace. She still had it. 


Robert slid down jacket from her arms. She had goosebumps and still was trembling. So he took her in his 
arms and kissed. He didn't plan to do it. He thought that they might sit down and talk. But both of them wanted 
and needed the closeness. She answered that kiss so willingly that he just took her hand and led her to his 


bedroom. 


She didn't hestitate when Robert laid her on the bed, covered her with his own body and showered with kisses. 
Monica unbuttoned upper buttons of his shirt, he took if off impatiently and threw on the chair. Then he took 
off her t-shirt. 


She wore a red lace bra which tightly held her firm breasts. He unhooked it, kissing the sweet gap between 
them. 

- My god - he said, covering one of them with his hand and lowering his head to kiss it - | swear that they 
grew up again.. 

He put her pink nipple to his mouth. She moaned loudly. 


- And | hope that the bulge remained the same.. - she said causing that Robert bursted out laughing. 


- You'll see, my love - he promised her. 


Monica thought that she couldn't wait to see. 


Robert took off the rest of her clothes and was looking at her. Her body wasn't just like it was before when 
she was a young girl when they met for the first time. Still slim, with shapely legs, but her hips and butt 
were more round, just like her about two sizes bigger breasts. But he liked that even more. Only dark, shortly 


trimmed hair covering little hill between her legs looked the same. 
When he took off his jeans, she laughed. 


- Oh my god, you've started to wear an underwear? - she was looking curiously at his black boxers. He got a 


rid of them quickly. 


Their naked bodies could touch again. Robert thought to himself that he didn't have to learn her body again. He 


remembered all, even if her body changed. She also became more self confident. 


When she climbed at him and started to ride him, both moaned loudly. She didn't look disappointed by his bulge. 


And she still was as tight inside as he hadn't experienced since a long time. She was holding him strongly inside, 


delivering him incredible sensations. 


Robert sit down to kiss her. She was panting straight into his face. His tongue found her tongue. He sucked in 
her lips deeply, squeezing her buttocks firmly and entering her even deeper. Then laid her on her back and 
sped up. 


- Oh yes, Robert.. Harder.. please.. - she whispered pleadingly. 

When she reached the climax, she imprisoned him between her thighs for a moment, crossing her legs behind 
his back. But Robert didn't stop, he couldn't. He wanted to impale her on his dick endlessly, watching her 
undulate breasts. She was clenging fingers on the bed sheets and when she sensed that he sped up again and is 
close to finish already, she grabbed the rungs of the bed's headboard. Only this could preserve her from 
banging her head against it. 


Robert came abruptly. When he finished, he laid down next to her and hugged her. She rested head on his arm 
and threw her arm on his chest, listening to his banging heart. 


- This is quite a good beginning of new year - she said, licking his nipple delicately. He entangled his long fingers 


in her hair. 


- It couldn't have been better, honey. | couldn't believe my own eyes when | saw you there. You were playing in 


the band. | wish I've known earlier, I've could heard your play. We almost didn't come there, | didn't want to go.. 
- | had no idea that Pat would bring you with her. 


- I'm glad that she did. God, | wish | could say that nothing had changed, but it's not true. You are even 


sweeter than you were before. You bacame bloody tempting woman, Mon. - he kissed her forehead 

- Do you realize that Im seven years older than you were when we made love for the first time? 

- Yeah, indeed, That is unbelievable. You're not looking like a decrepit old woman! 

- Well you still can cope with things, too - she was smiling, when she felt that Robert's hand was going down 
her belly to finally get to still very sentive clit. 

She closed her eyes and surrended to that caress. 

He was ready again. This time he entered her gently. They were taking their time, needed that moment to last 


She was looking to his eyes and in that look was closed the longing which tormented her for years. She felt so 
good in that moment, but somewhere, in the back of her head, there was a thought that she knew nothing 


about his current life. He wasn't married, that she knew for sure, but maybe somewhere there was a woman 


who was waiting for him and had more rights to him than Monica 


That made her sad. Few tears rolled down her face. 


- Did it hurt, honey? - Robert became concerned. 
She nodded in denial. 
- No, don't stop. | want to enjoy it as long as | can 


So he loved her and when he was again holding her in his arms, she said: 


- | will remember this for ever, even if | won't see you again. 
Robert leant his head on his arm and looked at her seriously. 


- Why wouldn't we see each other again? | won't let this to happen. Don't you want to see me? Do you have 


someone? 
- No, | don't. Not anymore. | rather assumed you were going to disappear. 
- I'm not going anywhere. | won't let you go at least as long as you will be willing to stay with me. 


- I've loved you, Robert - Monica confessed. - You were my first love. | knew that it had no sense, but | 


couldn't help it. I've never blamed you for your disppearance, but.. | was hurt. 

Robert brushed away few strands of hair from her face. 

- I've never met any other person who was so easy to love like you were. | also fell in love with you then 

- John told me once that it was always coming to you easily. 

- Šo | was thinking. But when | met you... It was something different. At first | just liked you, but | was also 
aware that because of your age and because of Jimmy | couldn't let myself to do or think anything else. When 
we were making love for the first time.. | remember this until Today, it was then when | fell in love with you. | 
thought it would go away, but it didn't, Mon. | love you since then | was so stupid that | let myself to be away 


from you for all those years. 


Further tears rolled down Monica's face. Robert wiped them and licked his fingers. 


- You can't have salty lips, because I'm going to kiss them again - he said, sending her delicate smile. 


When they were falling to sleep, it was a late night. Robert dropped off first. Before Monica closed her eyes, 
she took a look at him. 


He was fourty one and he hasn't been that golden boy anymore. Wrinkles appeared on his face, he gain weight 
and muscles. His hair were still ubelievably thick, but not as they used to be in the past. His body was more 
hairy. Gosh, that was turning her on so much. His warm voice didn't change much, not while he was speaking 
at least. Neither the tenderness that he was giving her and the fire that was burning in them while they were 


making love. 


She covered them with the warm blanket that was hung up on the chair's armrest. 


„He said that he loves me" - it was her last thought before she fell asleep. 


Part Twenty Six - The lousiest cook in the world 


When Monica opened her eyes, there was a grey light going through the window. 


She slept well. Some of her muscles hurt from that late night crazyness, but overall, she felt wonderful. 
Robert was sleeping on his side, with back turned to her. 


She got up quietly and went to look for the kitchen She was thirsty like hell. Robert's shirt that she put on 
didn't give her much warmth, the house was a bit too chilly for her. 


She turned the kettle on and prepared two cups for tea There were lemons on the table. She smiled to the 


first thought that came to her mind. 

.Yes, Robert, | will squeeze your lemon". 

Her stomach rumbled loudly, so she took a glance at the clock hanging on the wall. It was ten to noon 
- Oh no, no, nol! Bloody helll - Monica shouted out and sprinted back to the bedroom 

- Robert, wake up! - she was tugging Robert's arm. He lazyly opened his eyes and sent her a smile. 
- Robert, where are the keys? | need a car, right now 

- What happened? 

- l'm late, | must go now! Please, give me your keys! 

- Where do you have to go so urgently? 


- To London! | should be there in an hour, in the central London !! 


Robert sat down, still slighty unconcious. 


- | need to make a call, inform that I'll be late.. - Monica was nervously putting her clothes on, not being able 


to aim to the trousers’ leg with her foot. - Bloody shit, | don't remember the number anyway... 


She picked up her t-shirt and smelled it distrustfully. 


- Lend me some shirt, quick! She stormed out of the room, but came back in seconds. 


- Where is the bathroom? - she asked. 


- On the left - Robert was observing all of it with growing amazement. Finally, however, he got up from the 
bed and picked a black shirt from his closet for Monica and a sweater for himself. He started to dress up. 


She came back after minutes with washed face - at least her yesterday's make up disappeared - and so-so 


combed hair. She put on Robert's shirt impatiently. 


- Jesus, look at me.. - she stretched her arms to the sides. The shirt was hanging on her like a tent. 


- Stuff it into pants - Robert advised her. 


- Will you or will you not give me the keys? 


- I'll give you a driver even. Come on, I'll drive you, just tell me where exactly. But we won't manage to get 


there in an hour... 


She ran out of the house, he had to stretch his legs seriously to keep up with her. 


On winding and narrow country roads Robert couldn't drive too fast, which caused her hissing full of 


dissatisfaction. When he slowed down even more to let the elderly couple to cross the road, she asked bitingly: 


- Maybe you will let ME to drive? 


- Yeah, and what would you do? Start the wipers and push gas pedal to the floor? 


She pursed her lips, throwing nervous looks at the clock at the dashboard. Robert pushed the gas harder when 
they got to the highway. 


- Now, can you reveal that secret why on earth we need to go to London today? 


- | have some business to do there - she muttered, being a little bit scared by the speed of the their car. 


- At the New Year? 


- Yeah, what to do? | made an appointment for one pm. on purpose, being sure that would be late enough to 


get enough sleep and manage to get there on time. 


- What kind of business is that? - Robert bacame interested. 


- Il tell you later. Now, focus on the road, we don't need another car crash.. 


When they finally got at the address that Monica told Robert, it was a quarter to two. Thankfully, London was 
still sleeping after celebrations of the New Year's Eve. But they didn't find a place to park the car, anyway. 


- Stop somewhere here, I'll get off - Monica demanded and jumped out of the car before Robert pulled over. 


- Jesus Christ, she's crazy.. - he muttered under his nose and drove away to find some place to park the car. 


He returned by foot to the place where Monica disappeared behind some inconspicuous door. The man with 
whom Monica had an appointment was still waiting for her and didn't show his imapatience due to her late 


arrival. He didn't even blink seeing her in a strange and unpropriate to the weather outfit. 


Robert was freezing, so he started to walk back and forth along the building. He had no idea how much time 
that secret business might take. By the door that she crossed there were lots of various plates with names 


of different companies. Robert had no chance to guess which one was the one she was going to. 


In the pocket of his jacket he found a pack of cigarettes with last four of them inside. He lit one, sniffling. 
Everthing around was closed, there was no single place to get a hot tea Finally, after an hour, when he just lit 


the third cigarette, the door went open. 


- You have one for me too? - Monica asked, smiling broadly. 


- Will you tell me NOW, what was all about? - he gave her a smoke and crumpled an empty pack. 


- You must wait a little bit more. I'm inviting you for .. a dinner, | guess, considering the time. | mean, if you 


don't have anything else planned. 


- [ll eat with you anything, with pleasure. Where are we going? 


- To my place. You'll see how | live. 


eR 


Robert was delighted by her small house, furnished similarily like his own one, mainly with old English furniture. 
One of the differences was that his house was tidy, and Monica had an artistic mess all over the house, 
especially in her living room. There was an easel with unfinished paining on it. It looked like she shared also this 


interest with Jimmy. 


Monica brought him a sandwich with ham, to stave off first hunger before the dinner was ready and let him 


to see the house. 


At first he entered the room which, judging by its size, might had been an original living room. 


Three of the four walls were occupied by huge shelves, high from the floor to the ceiling, filled with books and 
vinyls. Apart from the shelves and persian rug there were also huge sofa and an armchair, both upholstered 
in deep purple velvet and looking comfortably, big wooden desk and quite good hi-fi equipment, which was 
standing in front of the desk. It looked like it was equally comfortable as to read as to listen to the music 


sitting in an armchair, as the big floor lamp was standing at the armchair's side. 


Robert poked around the shelves and picked one of the vinyls. 


Some nice smell started to come to him from the kitchen. He was really hungry by that moment. 


He started to look around the books. Lots of them were about the history of arts. Right, she was an art 
historian He recalled those albums that Jimmy once gave here. They were standing there, accompanied by 


many other albums with art and specialist literature. Robert was wondering if her job is connected with 


history of art, he realized that he didn't even ask her about it. 


There were also many popular detective novels and some thrillers on those shelves. He even found one huge 
shelf filled with historical novels, biographies and very seriously looking thick volumes with historical studies. 
But what attracted his attention the most were four books standing alone on the lowest of the shelves. 


He knew those books very well as he also had them in his collection He took one of them to hand, then another 
one and another. They looked like never read. He took them with him to the kitchen where Monica was serving 


the dinner already. 


- I'm sorry Robert, but I'm the lousiest cook ever. | burnt it, I'm afraid 


Painful cramp in the stomach told Robert to say that he would eat everything anyway. He showed her the 
books. 


- | remember that you gave me the first volume and wanted to know what | was thinking about it - he said. - 


| have all those books now. 
- And..? Did you read them? 


- Not at once, but yes, | did. 


Monica was drilling him with strange look. He was not sure what that look was suppose to mean. 
- What? 
- Well, what do you think? 


- I'm a fan, being honest. | hope that something new will be published soon. The last one is already few years 
old, | guess - he was chewing the food thoroughly, trying not to break a tooth. 


- Yes, it's been almost four years since it was published. And yes, there will be more of them. Next one this 


year. 
- Oh, really? How do you know? 


- Because its me who writes them. Actually, one is already finished. 


Robert froze with a fork halfway to his mouth. Monica was beaming. 


- Today | signed a contract with new publisher. 


Robert gently put down the fork on the plate. 


- Are you telling me that it was you..? 
- That's what | just told you. 


- Damn it, Monica! | ran out of words! Congratulations! Jesus, then, in California.. Why you didn't tell me that it 


was your book? 


- | wanted to hear what you honestly think about it, not paying attention that it was mine. But well, it didn’t 
work, did it? 


- That is incredible! I've just slept with my favourite author! - Robert burst out with laughter. 
- Well, if that's what you think.. - Monica looked down modestly. 


He stood up and came to her chair, reaching out his hands. - Let me kiss those fingers which wrote my 


favourite stories! - he hugged her strongly. 


- I've got this - said Monica, pulling out of her pocket a slightly creased check for a quite big amount of 


money. - This is an advance for three books. 
- And you are keeping this in your back pocket just like that? 


- Forgive me, | didn't have my purse with me.. 


eR 


In the late evening Robert returned Pat's car to the owner's house. 


- Will you come it? - asked Pat with an innocent smile. 


Robert shook his head with disbelief. 


- We have things to tak about, Mrs. Bonham. 

- | like talking with you. Tea or something stronger? 

- Tea will be fine, thanks. 

Robert didn't say a word for the whole time when Pat was in the kitchen. He lit a cigarette and was looking at 


her. At last it was her who didn't stand the tention. Despite what she saw in the pub, she wasn't really sure 
how the things were going between Robert and Monica. 


- OK, say something. You wanted to talk. 

- | don't know where to start! Did you plan it? That meeting in the pub? 

- Yes, | did. - Pat admitted simply. 

- Have you been contacting her through all those years? 

- Yes, from time to time. 

Robert ruffled his hair. 

- Why you didn't tell me, for Christ's sake? 

- Robert, think for a while. You've had other things on your head then. And then, after your divorce, when she 
also was divorced, you didn't show any interest in her. I've been trying to talk about her with you, but you've 
been always fobbing me off. 

- She was married?? 

- Didn't you know? 

- How the hell | could knew? 

- Jimmy didn't tell you? 

- He was exactly the same talkative as you were. 

He thought that he was angry with Jimmy. Since Led Zeppelin was dissolved, they had been working together 
for a few times. That son of a bitch was even playing on Robert's albums! He ruffled hair again. 

- What happened to her husband? 

Pat was fidgeting on her chair. 

- He's been.. beating her, Robert. | mean, | know for sure that he hit her once, he almost broke her jaw then. | 


don't know if anything like this happened before, but who knows? 


Robert seemed to be devastated. Some asshole was beating that delicate, sweet woman. He felt an urge to kill 


that motherfucker. 


- It was long time ago, Rob, calm down. 


He did it with much effort. 


- | assume that you also knew that she's a writer? 


- | think it was only you who didn't know.. But don't be angry, she asked everyone to not tell you until you 
read her book. 


- But you do know that | love those books. I've told you years ago! 

- Be honest with yourself. | was trying to lead you to that. 

Robert rubbed his forehead. He didn’t know if he should thank Pat or to be angry with her. But he came to 
the conclusion that he should blame only himself. He lost so much time.. Damn it, he loved that girl for years, 
but he just then relized how much. He had so many good, sweet memories associated with her and he wanted 
to create new ones. 

- I'm going home - he said standing up. 

Pat walked him to the door. 

- Robert? 

- Yes? 

- And how was it? 


He turned around and kissed her cheek. 


- | love you, Pat. | really do - he said and got into his car. 


Pat laughed aloud gaining hope that this uncureable romantic finally will be happy. 


Part Twenty Seven - Im late 


Author's Notes: 

This is the end, last chapter of Monica and Robert's journey throughout the years. 
For me, its hard to say goodbye to this story, but that's how | planned it. 

| hope you enjoyed it just a little bit at least :) and I'm sorry for all the mistakes | made in English. 


- Im starting tour in May, will you go with me? 


Robert and Monica were in her bedroom, getting ready to go to sleep. 


- The book is published, you are free for now. 


- That was easy, | had it written earlier, but now | have to think about the next one. 


- You may think about it on tour - Robert kissed her nose. 


- Well, | guess | can. 


Monica dived under the quilt. Robert sighed when her lips started to suck his dick. 


- Oh yeah, babe.. - she mumbled when it enlarged to its full size. 


Robert loved that in bed she had the same fun with him as he had with her. He was squeezing with pleasure 
her soft, warm and willing to his caresses body. It was a pure delight to observe how his body was arousing 


her. He couldn't have find a better lover. 


They weren't living together for now, but he was trying to convice her to move in to his house. At last, she 


said yes. They agreed that she would do it when the tour would be finished, in January of 1911. 


They were spending so much time together that he was sure that it was a good idea. She still was an 
absolutely problem-free person to live with and still was a bad cook But those were her only flaws that he 


could find in their everyday life. 


Robert was attending her concerts from time to time, having a pint or two with her friends, who were very 


happy of her happiness and absolutely adored him. 


Sometimes she was becoming absentminded and then he used to ask her where she was at that particular 


moment. 


Usually she was accompanying her book's characters with their lives, decisions and choices. Monica was always 
telling him that when she was writing, her characters were becoming as real to her as him or anyone else in 
her life. And she wasn't making up their conversations, they were simply talking to her and she was only 


writting their words down. 


Robert was teasing her a bit saying that this could be schizophrenia if she could hear voices, but she didn't 
like it and used to call him then „Mr. Dimples" for the whole next week. 


When her characters had some problem to solve, she was worried for few days; when something good or 
happy happened to them, she was beaming. One day she killed one of her favourite characters. She was sad 


throughout the whole evening and finally started to cry. Amazed Robert asked her at last, why then she did it 


if she was so bonded with that person. She aswered that his fate was already sealed since the previous 
volume and she couldn't do anything. So, he was rocking her gently in his arms throughout the rest of the 
evening and the most of the night in order to ease her pain after the death of the character who was born, 


lived and died in her imagination. 


Robert loved her still more and more, even if it seemed impossible for himself to love her more. She was 


inspiring him. 


The side effect of her tendency to falling into reverie was lateness. 


She was simply losing track of time and when she was recalling that something had to be done or she had to 
go somewhere, it happened to be too late. Robert, very punctual himself, got used to it somehow and always 


took it under consideration making some appointments. 


eR 


That year's Christmas fell at the end of Robert's Manic Nirvana tour. 


The whole band decided to stay, not going back home for Christmas and spend it in their own company instead. 
Robert's manager organized a festive Christmas Eve supper in their hotel's restaurant. 


Few days earlier Monica caught some infection that she couldn't get rid of. She was constantly tired, her head 
was aching, her temperature rose. She didn't complain, especially to Robert. The end of the tour was tiring for 
everyone. They used to go to sleep at ten pm. Robert was usually waking up at eight and going out to play 
tenis or exercise in the hotel gym, if there was any. He needed to be in good shape, his concerts were 


demanding. Monica was staying in bed when he was away. 


At Christmas Eve, in the morning, Monica finally decided that something must be done with her fettle and 
went to the drug store nearby. 


eR 


The supper was going to be started at five pm. 


A quarter to five Robert was ready to go to the restaurant, but Monica was still in the bathroom. She 
disappeared there almost an hour earlier. He could understand the shower, hair, make up... things like that, but 
really, it was the high time to go out. 


- Hey, babe, go out, we need to go. 


She opened the door and looked at him with her green eyes. She was still undressed, only wrapped in the 
towel. 


- Robert... I'm late... l'm sorry.. - she said very quietly. 


Robert cocked his head, looking at her. 


- Yeah, | know. How long it will take you to be ready? 


- Pretty long, I'm afraid.. I'm not sure, it might be seven months... - she started to cry. 


It took Robert some two or three seconds to realize what she just said. She handed him something. It was a 
pregnancy test with two distinct lines. She wrapped her arms around herself and sobbed. 


- | don't know how it was possible, but it just happened, Robert.. 


Robert knelt down in front of her and took her towel off. He closed his face to her belly and kissed it. 


- Let me explain it to you, dear. When a man and a woman love each other very much and they are very 


close one to the other, they might make so-called love.. 


- Oh, stop it, don't be silly... 


Robert smiled broadly. 


- Why are you crying, Mon? - he asked with warm voice, still embracing her hips. 


- | don't know... 


He lifted her up and kissed. 


- We are going to have a baby, love. There's no reason to cry. It's a reason to celebrate! 


- You have children already. | thought that.. you don't want more of them.. 


- Honey, the only thing that | regret right now is that it happened to us only now. You've just made me the 
happiest man alive, thank you. 


He finally noticed a shy smile on her face. 


- We both are going to be very late tonight - he whispered lying her down on their bed gently. - God, | love 


you so much, girl.. 


eR 


At the end of July of 1991 their son was born and imediatelly was generously called by Jimmy the one of the 


greatest achievements of Page - Plant collaboration ever. 


THE END 


